





Be 605 e2?l 


TUT uu 


ee 


LIBRARY 
UNIV <@siTY x | 


CALIFORNIA 
Nae 





Tee 


‘ . ioe iS 3 

- : “ mA UF, a 

Aaa ar a Or anne fae 

UEP Sic ae eb ; as > ee aie 
ps Sak Gy Clare ey ae ae <p apy eats « 





Digitized by the Internet Archive 
in 2008 with funding from 
Microsoft Corporation 


http://www.archive.org/details/byroninhomespunb0Odracrich 


Pirie ay 


Danish—EBnglish 





BYRON I VADMEL 


ee 


BYRON IN HOMESPUN 


Tosprogs-Seric 


HOVEDUDGIVER: J. E. MANSION 





BYRON I VADMEL 


AF 


HOLGER DRACHMANN 


LONDON NEW YORK 
GEORGE G. HARRAP BRENTANO’S 


& COMPANY LTD. PUBLISHERS: FIFTH AVENUE 
PORTSMOUTH STREET KINGSWAY & 27TH STREET 


Bilingual Series 


GENERAL Epitor: J. E. MANSION 





BYRON 
IN HOMESPUN 


BY 


HOLGER DRACHMANN 


TRANSLATED BY 
JETHRO BITHELL M.A. 


LECTURER IN GERMAN AT BIRKBECK COLLEGE LONDON 


LONDON NEW YORK 
GEORGE G. HARRAP BRENTANO’S 


& COMPANY LTD. _ PUBLISHERS: FIFTH AVENUE 
PorTSMOUTH STREET KINGSWAY & 27TH STREET 


INDLEDNING 


HOLGER DRACHMANN (1846-1908) er Danmarks 
stgrste lyriske Digter i den nyere Tid. Fodt j 
Kgbenhavn den gde Oktober 1846, Sgn af Over- 
lege, Prof. A. G. Drachmann, blev han Student 
1865. Efter en Rejse til Skotland, Spanien og 
Sicilien tog han ivrig fat paa Marinemaleriet. 
Hans Billeder havde Improvisationens Friskhed 
og Inspiration, og hans maleriske Evne var ube- 
stridelig, men da man ikke desmindre negtede 
ham en Premie, rejste han, krenket derover, til 
London, i Sommeren 1870, for at bryde sig Veyj. 
som Marinemaler i England. Fra London skrev 
han Korrespondancer til »Dagbladet« og fulgte 
den fransk-tyske Krig og Kommuneopstanden 1 
Paris. 


Fra dette Tidspunkt stammer hans bergmte 
Digt Engelske Socialister, der forste Gang stod at 
leese i »Nyt dansk Maanedsskrift« (November 1871) 
og senere optoges 1 Digte (1872). 

Kort efter vendte han tilbage til Kgbenhavn, 
og sluttede Bekendtskab med Georg Brandes. 

I 1872 udkom Debutbogen Med Kul og Kridt, 
en Samling Prosaskitser, og samme Aar den fgrste 
Samling Digte, hvormed han straks fuldt og steerkt 
knyttede Opmerksomheden til sit Navn. Man 
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INTRODUCTION 


HoLtcGER DRACHMANN (1846-1908) is Denmark’s 
greatest lyric poet in recent times. Born in Copen- 
hagen on October 9, 1846, son of the eminent phy- 
sician Professor A. G. Drachmann, he entered the 
university in 1865. After a tour in Scotland, Spain, 
and Sicily, he diligently set to work at marine 
painting. His pictures had the freshness and the 
inspiration of improvisations, and his capacity 
as a painter was incontestable, but since a scholar- 
ship was nevertheless refused him, he proceeded, 
feeling himself slighted, in the summer of 1870 
to London to make himself a way as a marine 
painter in England. In London he acted as cor- 
respondent of the Dagblad, and followed the 
Franco-German War and the Communist revolu- 
tion in Paris. 

From this period dates his famous poem 
‘‘English Socialists,” which first appeared in 
The New Danish Monthly Magazine (November, 
1871) and was later reprinted in Poems (1872). 

Shortly afterward he returned to Copenhagen, 
and made the’ acquaintance of Georg Brandes. 

In 1872 appeared his first book of prose, With 
Charcoal and Crayon, a series of sketches, and in 
the same year the first collection of his poems, 
with which he immediately focused deep and 
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INDLEDNING 


m@der i disse Digte forste Gang de egte Drach- 
mannske Typer: Landsknegten, Skipperen, den 
frie, farende Svend, som han senere saa mang- 
foldige Gange varierede. 


Og dermed indledes den veldige, frodige og 
vidtspeendende Produktion, som Holger Drach- 
mann fortsatte nesten lige til sin Dgd, og som, 
trods skiftende Standpunkter og Sympatier, ved- 
blev at have samme Klang og Rytme, det samme 
Oprindelighedens og Genialitetens Serpreg, om 
de enkelte Arbejder end kunde vere forskellige 
ogsaa iren literzer Verdi. 

Brogede og mangfoldige er Titler og Indhold i 

disse Drachmannske Verker: Digte, Romaner, 
dramatiske Arbejder o.s.v., hvis betydeligste er: 
I Storm og Sitile; Dempede Melodier ; Tannhiuser ; 
Sange ved Havet; Gamle Guder og nye.. Byron t 
Vadmel er en af Skitserne i Vildt og Ta@mmet, som 
udkom 188r. 
- Holger Drachmann er en Skaber og Fornyer; 
han indvarsler ligesom Oehlenschlager en ny Tid 
i dansk Digtekunst, og han ejer en Naturkraft, 
som neeppe er ringere, men vel endogsaa smidigere 
og mangfoldigere end hans store Forgengers. 
Skyggerne, der stundom forstyrrede Billedet for 
hans egen Samtid, vil mere og mere forsvinde, og 
man vil kun se den straalende Digtergenius, 
saaledes som den er bevaret i hans ypperste 
Veerker. 


INTRODUCTION 


-unstinted attention on his name. In these poems 
for the first time the true Drachmann types are 
met with: the infantryman; the skipper; the 
apprentice, free as the wind, faring along the high- 
way ; types that as time went on he handled in 
infinite variety. 

And this volume initiates the production—great, 
luxuriant, and vast in scope—which Holger 
Drachmann continued almost to the day of his 
death, and which, in spite of changing stand- 
points and sympathies, kept the same ring and 
rhythm, the same stamp of originality and genius, 
although individual books might vary in respect 
to purely literary value. 

Motley and numerous are the titles and the 
substance of these works of Drachmann: poems, 
novels, dramatic works, etc., of which the most 
noteworthy are: In Storm and Peace; Subdued 
Melodies; Tannhauser; Songs by the Sea; Old 
Gods and New. Byron in Homespun is one of the 
sketches in Wild and Tamed, which appeared in 1881. 

Holger Drachmann is a creator and an inno- 
vator. Like Oehlenschlager, he heralds in a new 
epoch in Danish poetry, and he is master of an 
elemental force which is hardly inferior to that 
of Oehlenschlager, while it is even more supple 
and rich in variety than that of his great fore- 
runner. The shadows which from time to time 
overcast the view of him which his contempo- 
raries had will more and more disappear, and only 
the radiant poetic genius will be seen, preserved 
for all time in his best works. 
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Hans Digterliv var fuldt af Bevegelse og Uro, 
snart hjemme og snart paa lange Rejser, indtil 
hans Sjzl fandt den store Fred, og hans Aske 
gemtes i Urnen, der henstaar—efter hans eget 
‘ Onske — i en Grav paa en ef Skagens yderste 
Klitter. : 

Fra.“ Forfatterlexicon,” udgivet af det 
Gyldendalske Forlag, som takkes for deres 
bevedvillige Tilladelse til nyt Aftryk af 
den foreliggende Fortelling. 


INTRODUCTION 


His life as a poet was full of movement and 
unrest, now at home and now on long journeys, 
until his soul found the great peace, and his ashes 
were shrined in the urn which rests—as he him- 
self desired—in a grave on one of the outmost 
dunes of Skagen. 

From the ‘ Authors’ Catalogue” of 
Messrs. Gyldendal, with whose kind per- 
mission this story 1s reprinted. 


BYRON I VADMEL 


U kunde vi faa den »farlige Forbryder« 
.| at se, som Kusken havde siddet og fortalt 


os om paa Vejen. Da vi nemlig skulde 
tage Svinget omkring Herredsfogdens Gaard, sper- 
redes Byens eneste Gade, som tillige var Lande- 
vej, af en Del Mennesker. Kusken holdt Hestene 
saa haardt an, at Bringkoblet ner var sprengt, 
og Dyrene satte sig helt op mod Forsmekken. 


Det a ikke. Man gik ikke fra hverandre. 
Nogle maabede paa os, de Fleste passede paa 
Herredsfogdens Stuedgr. . 

Det var ikke som et Hovedstadsoplob. Der 
var ikke denne Piben og Hujen og disse Stumper 
af daarlige Vittigheder og endnu slettere Viser. 
Man stod stille og spzerrede Vejen. Det var Alt. 

Vi kommer til at holde ! sagde jeg. 

Det fulgte af sig selv. Kusken havde faaet 
Lov til at ryge undervejs, men havde stukket 
Piben ind, da vi nermede os Byen. En Kusk 
har dog Levemaade og vil vise det. Nu trak 
han Piben frem, laante en Fyrstik af os, tendte 
og gav sig til at ryge. 


BYRON IN HOMESPUN 


criminal’, whom the coachman had sat 

and talked to us about on the road. For 
just as we were about to take the turning round 
the district judge’s house, the town’s only street, 
which at the same time was the high-road, was 
blocked by a crowd of people. The coachman 
pulled up the horses so sharply that the polestraps 
nearly snapped, and the animals reared ha egies 
the splashboard. 

*“ Look out there! Look out!....” 

It had no effect. The people did not separate. 
Some of them gaped at us, while most of them 
fixed their attention on the judge’s street-door. 

It was not like a commotion in a city. There 
was not that whistling and screeching and those 
bits of bad jokes and still worse songs. They 
Stood still and blocked the road. That was all. 

“We shall have to stop!’’ I said. 

That was a matter of course. The coachman 
had had permission to smoke on the way, but 
had pocketed his pipe when we were getting near 
the town. After all, a coachman has a sense of 
decency, and wants to show it. Now he produced 
his pipe again, borrowed a match from us, lit 
up, and began to smoke. 
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BYRON I VADMEL 


Felgende gik for sig. 

Stuedgren aabnedes og ud traadte en Politi- 
betjent i Mundering og med Stok. Efter ham 
fulgte en ung bleg Karl, som kunde vere syv— 
otteogtyve Aar, 1 en tetknappet, blaa Vadmels- 
frakke med snevre Airmer og rynkede Skgder. 
' Ansigtet var langt, Haaret og det lille Kindskeg 
var kruset, rddlig-blond. ; 


@jnene var besynderlige. De havde egenlig 
intet Udtryk. Straks, da han kom ud, slog 
han dem ned. Han hgrte i hvert Fald ikke 
til de frekke Forbrydere. Da han atter slog 
Blikket op, var det festet paa os, som sad i 
Vognen. Jeg har set saadanne Mjne, vandklare, 
stillestaaende, med en ganske lille Gnist i, som 
pludselig kan blive til en Brand—hos Legpredi- 
kanter. Munden holdt han sammenpresset; Trak- 
kene omkring den var langt fra stygge; Nesens 
Form var fin, ganske svagt afstumpet ved Spidsen, 
saa at den gav Underansigtet et Strgg af Dristighed 
og Udfordren. Men den gverste Del af Ansigtet 
— han var barhovedet — svarede ikke til dette 
Strgg. Det laa vistnok i @jnene; de skjulte over 
noget, eller de havde ikke ret Mod paa at vise sig. 


Det er nu ogsaa saa sin egen Sag at staa paa 
Herredsfogdens Stentrappe og vises frem for 
Mengden. 

Der var Tid nok til at se paa ham. Man for- 
hastede sig ikke paa Stentrappen. I den aabne 
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This is what followed. 

The street-door opened, and out stepped 2 
policeman in uniform and with a stick. He was 
followed by a pale young fellow, who may have 
been twenty-seven or twenty-eight years old, 
in a closely buttoned, blue coat of homespun 
with narrow sleeves and creased laps. His face 
was long, his hair and his little beard were curly, 
and fair with a reddish tinge. 

His eyes were remarkable. They had really 
no expression. Immediately he came out he cast 
them down. At all events he did not belong to 
the class of brazen criminals. When he raised 
his eyes again, they were fixed on us who sat in 
the carriage. I have seen such eyes, clear as 
water, immobile, with quite a little spark in them, 
which can suddenly be changed to flame—in 
laymen preachers. He kept his mouth pressed 
close ; the features round it were far from ugly ; 
the form of the nose was refined, verging on snub 
at the point, so that it gave the lower part of the 
face a touch of dare-devilry and defiance. The 
upper part of the face—he was bareheaded— 
did not correspond to this touch of audacity. 
It must have been the eyes: they were hiding 
something, or else they lacked the proper courage 
to show themselves. 

And, of course, it is no light matter to stand 
on the district judge’s stone steps and be ex- 
hibited to a crowd. 

There was plenty of time to look at him. They 
were not in a hurry on the stone steps. In the 
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Der, bag Delinkventen, snakkede en lille tyk 
Mand, som jeg ansaa for Arrestforvarer, med en 
anden lille, endnu tykkere Mand, Herredsfog- 
den selv. Denne havde aabenstaaende Uniforms- 
frakke, et rgédt, blussende Ansigt med store blaa 
Briller. Han stgttede sig til en Stok; den ene 
Fod var omviklet med et Sjal eller en Slobrok. 


I Vinduerne nermest ved Trappen vare en Del 
Ansigter trykkede mod Ruderne. Nogle unge 
Herrer, formodenlig Studenter i Feriebesgg, og 
Husets Damer. 

Kom saa! sagde Politibetjenten fagmessig. 


Toget skred frem. De tre Mend efter hinanden. 
Stedets gverste Myndighed blev staaende med 
gjensynlig Besver i Dgren, stottet til sin Stok, 


I dette Wjeblik brgd et ungt Fruentimmer ud 
af Mengden, som gav Plads for Politibetjenten, 
Hun skgd dennes Arm tilside og kastede sig ind 
mod Arrestanten. Den unge, blege Karl blev 
endnu blegere og gjorde en Bevegelse tilbage, 
hvorved han kom til at trede Arrestforvareren, 


,-~$0m straks greb Fangen om Armene bagfra. 


Men den unge Pige laa allerede om Karlens 
Hals. Politibetjenten rykkede i. Pigen, hans 
Medhjelper i Karlen. Det saa helt pinligt, halvt 
komisk ud. Saa fik man Pigen drevet tilbage, 
og Mengden lukkede sig omkring hende. 
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open door, behind the delinquent, a little fat man, 
whom I took to be the warder, was chatting 
with another little man, who was still fatter, 
the judge himself. The latter was wearing the 
coat of his uniform unbuttoned; he had a florid 
face with big, blue spectacles. He was leaning 
on a stick ; one of his feet was wrapped in a shawl 
or a dressing-gown. 

In the- -windows nearest to the. 'steps there, were 
a number ‘of faces pressed close to the_ ~ panes. 
Several young gentlemen, presumably students 
on a holiday~visit, and the ladies of, the. house. 

“Come on!” said the policeman with the 
importance of his office. 

The procession moved on. The three men in 
single file. The chief authority of the locality 
remained standing with obvious difficulty in the 
doorway, leaning on his stick. 

At this moment a young woman burst out of 
the crowd, who made way for the policeman. 
She pushed the arm of the latter on one side, 
and rushed forward towards the prisoner. The 
pale young fellow grew still more pale and made 
a movement backwards, the result being that he 
kicked the warder, who immediately gripped 
his arms from behind. 

But the girl was already lying with her arms 
round the young man’s neck. The policeman 
pulled at the girl, his colleague at the youth. 
The scene was altogether painful, yet half comic. 
At last they managed to drive the girl back, and 
the crowd closed in round her. 
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Jeg kunde hgre hendes Hulken, men se hende 
- kunde jeg ikke. Derimod saa jeg Fangen, 
Medens begge hans Bevogtere raabte, den ene 
op til Herredsfogden, den anden ind til Meng- 
den, havde han sat sig i »Stilling«. 

_ Det slog mig og min Rejsefelle paa samme 
Tid, hvor sggt hans Adferd var. Hans Bevegel- 
ser var theatralske, han talte til Mengden idet 
han bevegede Arme og Hender efter aabenbart 
indstuderede — eller lad mig vere korrektere — 
halvt indstuderede Regler. En Provinsskuespiller 
af laveste Rang har disse Bevegelser, som ere 
ganske uigengivelige men som Ingen tager Fejl af. 





- Hvad han sagde, var umuligt at hgre, ti man 
svarede ham med Raab og Latter. Nu havde 
Mengden faaet Mzle. Men saa slog han plud- 
selig Henderne sammen over Hovedet, som om 
noget kom over ham, der var sterkere end han 
selv. Han gav et hgjt Skrig fra sig: Grethe! 
og kastede sig plat ned paa Jorden. 

Han blev lgftet ivejret af mangfoldige Hznder. 
Mengden og hans Bevogtere bglgede afsted* med 
ham. Nu vare Vinduerne hos Herredsfogdens 
alle oplukkede og fulde af Tilskuere, medens 
Stedets Myndighed vedblivende stod i Dgren og 
raabte : 

Andersen ; men Andersen, saa gor dog deres 
Pligt ! 

Da Toget var bgjet om Hjgrnet, og det Pikante 
var borte, tog Tilskuerne i Vinduerne til Takke 
med vort mere dagligdags Koretoj. Min Led- 
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I could hear her sobbing, but I could not see 
her. On the other hand I saw the prisoner. While 
both his guards were shouting, the one up to the 
governor, the other at the crowd, he had put 
himself into ‘position.’ 

It struck me and my travelling companion 
at the same time, how affected his demeanour 
was. His gestures were theatrical: while he was 
addressing the crowd he moved his arms and 
hands about according to rules that had obviously 
been rehearsed—or (let me be more correct) half 
rehearsed. A provincial actor of the lowest 
rank has these gestures, which are quite in- 
describable, but which no one can mistake. 

It was impossible to hear what he said, for he 
was answered with cries and laughter. Now 
the crowd had found their voices. But suddenly 
he beat his hands together over his head, as though 
something came over him that was stronger than 
himself. He uttered a piercing cry: ‘‘ Maggie!” 
and cast himself flat down on the earth. 

He was lifted up by a multitude of hands. 
The crowd and his guards surged away with him. 
The windows of the governor’s house were now 
all open and full of spectators, while the responsi- 
ble authority of the place continued to stanp 
in the doorway and called out : 

“Andersen! I say, Andersen, do your duty, 
do you hear me?” 

When the procession had bent round the’corner, 
and the piquancy had gone, the spectators in 
the windows contented themselves with our 
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sager gav Kusken et Vink, og i Skridtgang fulgte 
vi efter Oplgbet. 


Har Arrestanten saaret Herredsfogden ? spurgte 
jeg Kusken. 

Han drejede sig i Sedet og saa sporgende 
paa mig. 

Hva’ ? 

Om Karlen har sparket Heniedstagdae over 
Benet ? gentog jeg tydeligere. 

Nej paa det Lav. Det er Kancelliraadens! 
Gigt. Derfor holder han Forhgrene hjemme til 
Sit. Kan De se Raadstuen derhenne!— dér 
skal de ind med ham. 


Naa; — men Pigen ?. 
Vor Kusk spidsede Munden som til en Flgjten. 


Skomagerens Margrethe? aa hvad, den tos- 
sede Tgs render efter ham, som de alle har gjort 
pe ry Om jeg ellers kan begribe, hvad de Fruen- 
timmer ser for Aparte i ham — den Komme- 
diantspiller! Men nu dyr de sig vel, naar han 
kommer i Forbedringshuset. Hyp! 

Dette sagde Kusken; og saa slog han Knald 
med Pisken, og vi rullede ud gennem Byen, forbi 
den lave Raadstulenge, hvor Oplgbet endnu 
lenge blev staaende og saa paa den lukkede Dor. 


Snart laa Byen bag os. Den var lagt, uvist 
af hvem og hvorfor, oppe paa Hgjdedraget i en 
1 En Hederstitel. 
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more workaday vehicle. My companion gave the 
signal to the coachman, and at an ambling pace 
we followed the excited crowd. 

‘Has the prisoner injured the judge?” I 
asked the coachman. 

He turned round on the box and looked at’ me 
questioningly. 

“What ? ” 

‘Did the fellow kick the governor in the leg ? ”’ 
I repeated more clearly. 

“Not at all. That’s the (Chancery) Coun- 
Sellor’s! gout. That’s why he examines prisoners 
in his own house. Can you see the town hall 
over there !—that’s where they are taking him.”’ 


“Oh ;—but the girl ? ” 

- Our coachman pouted his lips as though to 
whistle. 

“The shoemaker’s Margaret? Tut, tut, the 
silly wench runs after him, as they all have done 
ere Though J can’t make out what the woman- 
folks can see particularly in him—the actor! 
But now they'll be more careful, when he gets 
into the house of correction. Gee up!” 

Having said this the coachman cracked his 
whip, and we rolled along through the town, 
past the low wing of the town hall, where the con- 
course of people still stood for a long time looking 
at the closed door. 

Soon the town lay behind us. This had been 
placed, it is not certain by whom and for what 
1 A courtesy title. 
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trelgs Egn, hvor Vinden uhindret kom og gik 
og bleste Luften ren og ikke lod mange Taager 
og taagede Forestillinger tilbage i Sindene. Vejen 
gik herfra nedefter i store Sving gennem et Par 
Smaaskove, over Udfyldninger med Sideblik ind 
i sumpede Dalstrgg, over endnu et Par sidste 
Udlgb fra Hgjdedragets Bakker, ned imod 
otranden. 


Vi kom ikke saa langt som til Stranden. 
Der laa nemlig kun en lille, hensygnende Lade- 
plads, hvor man ikke kunde bo. Vi standsede ved 
en stgrre Avisgaard, hvor vi havde tinget os i Kost 
nogen Tid. Paa denne Gaards Marker havde der 
ligget et Hus, og i dette Hus var Herredsfogdens 


nuverende Fange fgdt. 


Huset havde veret bebot af et Par Folk, som 
havde en eneste Sgn. Manden var noget forfalden ; 
en flink Arbejder, paastodes der, naar han vilde ; 
et opvakt Hoved, naar hans Perioder var forbi — 
han var Kvartalsdranker —, et nyttigt Medlem af 
Samfundet maaske, om det havde flasket sig ander- 
ledes for ham i Livet. 


Han havde som ganske ung lert hele tre Pro- 
fessioner, men var ikke bleven stadig ved nogen 
af dem; som Soldat i Felten havde han lert at 
drikke; han vilde vere avanceret til en hgjere 
Uncéerofficerscharge, hvis han havde kunnet styre 
sig selv bedre. Som han var, mente hans Foresatte 
ikke at det var verd at seette ham til at styre andre. 
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reason, at the top of a chain of hills in a treeless 
district, where the wind came and went without 
hindrance and blew the air clear and did not 
leave many fogs and foggy ideas behind in men’s 
minds. The road went down from here with a 
great curve through one or two little woods, 
over polders affording side views across swampy 
stretches of valley, over the last spur or so of the 
chain of hills, down toward the sea-shore. 

We did not get as far as the shore. There was 
nothing there,-as a matter of fact, but a little 
decaying jetty, where habitation was out of 
the question. We stopped at a farm-house of 
some size, where we had arranged for board and 
lodging for a period. On the fields of this farm 
a house had lain, and in this house the judge’s 
present prisoner had been born. 

The house had been inhabited by a couple who 
_had.an only. son...The husband was ‘something 
of a drunkard ; a clever workman, people affirmed, 
_ when he wanted to be; wideawake and intelligent 
- when his fits were over—he went on the spree 
every quarter—and he might have been a useful 
member of society perhaps, if things had turned 
out differently for him in life. 

When quite young he had learned as many 
as three trades, but had not stuck to any of 
them ; as a soldier on campaign he had learned 
to drink; he would have been promoted to a 
warrant officer if he had been able to control 
himself better. As he was, his superior officers 
were of the opinion that it- was not worth 
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Han kom hjem fra Felten med det tvivlsomme 
Udbytte af et »haderfuldt Saar«, som det kaldes 
i den hgjere Stil. Paa Hverdagssproget hed det 
for hans Vedkommende et stivt Kneled. Den 
Kugle, som havde sggt hans Underekstremitet, 
burde have sggt mere eftertrykkeligt og hgjere 
oppe; det vilde have veret bedre for ham, mente 
Overlegen, som underskrev hans Invalide-Pas. 


Det var i den gode, fgrste Krig og i den gode Tid 
for Invalider. Han fik sig sin Lirekasse og stod 
om Sommeren paa Dyrehavsbakken.? 


Den paafglgende Vinter trak han omkring i Pro- 
. vinserne med en Slesviger, hvis Adferd under 
Krigen havde veret noget tvivlsom, og hvis Udtale 
ikke var ganske korrekt. De havde i Feellesskab 
adskillige Bjgrne? sammen, men én Dansebjgrn 
havde de og et Par kloge Pudler, som trak Lire- 
kassen undervejs, og en stor Skildpadde, som laa 
ovenpaa Kassen, naar der blev spillet, og afveks- 
lende stak det skaldede Hoved frem og gemte det 
isin Aéske til Melodien : Fryd Dig ved Livet!— 


Feellesskabet varede saa lenge, indtil Invaliden 
vaagnede en Morgen — netop som en af hans 
Perioder var forbi — og opdagede, at det Syn, der 


1 “Dyrehaven ” er en Lystskov i Nerheden af Koben- 
havn. 
2 *« At have en Bjorn paa”’ = at vere fuld. 
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while setting him to control others. He came 
home from the wars with the dubious gain of an 
“honourable wound ’, as it is called in the higher 
style. In everyday language it was, as far as 
he was concerned, called a stiff knee-joint. The 
bullet that had sought out his lower extremity 
ought to have sought with greater emphasis and 
higher up; it would have been better for him, 
thought the chief surgeon who signed his dis- 
ablement certificate. 

This was in the good, first war, and in the good 
old times for disabled soldiers. He procured the 
customary barrel organ, and stood in summertime 
on the hill in the Deer Park?. 

In the following winter he travelled round the 
provinces with a man from Sleswick, whose 
conduct in the war had been somewhat doubtful, 
and whose pronunciation was not quite correct. 
They were in partnership. with respect to drinking 
bouts?, but they had ove dancing bear and a couple 
of clever dogs, which drew the barrel organ on the 
roads, and a big tortoise, which lay on the top 
of the organ when it was being played and alter- 
nately stuck its bald head out and hid it in its 
shell to the tune of “‘ Rejoice in life! ”’ 

The partnership lasted till the old soldier woke 
up one .morning—just when one of his periods 
was over—and discovered that the vision which 


1 A park in the neighbourhood of Copenhagen. 


2 “ To have a bear ’’ = to be drunk. 
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havde foresvevet ham om et stort Slag med Tab 
for de Danske, ikke var saa ganske blottet for Vir- 
kelighed. Kompagniskabet var hevet, og Kom- 
pagnonen havde taget Kasse, Skildpadde, Pudler 
og Dansebigrnen med sig. 

Det var et haardt Slag for Invaliden. Men da 
han netop befandt sig i Nerheden af sin Fgdestavn, 
tog han sit Parti som Mand og Soldat og drog ind 
med sit stive Ben i den lille By, hvor Herreds- 
fogden dengang var ung 1 Tjenesten og ikke uden 
ideelt Syn paa Fedrelandet og dets Forsvarere. 


Slesvigeren var og blev borte; et Bjgrneskind 
var solgt nede ved Greensen, men ikke engang Hu- 
den kunde man skaffe den Forurettede tilbage. 
Man tog sig af Soldaten og saa igennem Fingre 
med hans Svaghed. Han opdagede, at han i Grun- 
den kunde ggre meget mere med sit Ben, end han 
hidtil havde kunnet ggre ud af det. Han tog 
rask fat paa hvad Arbejde man satte ham til, og 
efterhaanden avancerede han ud paa Avisgaardens 
Marker, hvor han fik sig et Hus og — en Kone. 


Hun var kommen fra Gaarden. Dens Ejer, en 
Mand udenfor Bondestanden, havde hjemfgrt en 
Brud fra en Kgbstad nordligere oppe i Landet, og 
ved denne Lejlighed havde det vist sig, at den tid- 
ligere Husholderske, som bestyrede Mejeriet og 
havde veret ganske uundveerlig for hele Gaardens 
Drift, nu pludselig stod de unge Folks Lykke 1 
Vejen. 
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had hovered before him of a great battle, with a 
loss for the Danes, was not entirely void of reality. 
The partnership was dissolved, and the partner 
had taken barrel organ, tortoise, dogs and dancing 
bear along with him. 

It was a hard blow for the old soldier. But as 
he happened to be in the vicinity of his native 
place, he made his choice like a man and a soldier, 
and with his stiff leg marched into the little town 
where the judge at that time was young in 
service and not yet without an ideal outlook on 
the fatherland and its defenders. 

The man from Sleswick was gone and gone for 
good ; a bearskin had been sold at the frontier ; 
but not even the hide could be restored to the 
cheated party. People interested themselves in 
the soldier, and made allowance for his weakness. 
He discovered that when all was said and done 
he could do much more with his leg than he had 
hitherto been able to make owt of it. With a good 
will he set about any work he was put to; and 
little by little he made progress out on the fields 
of the farm, where he secured a house and—a wife. 

She had come from the farm-house. The owner 
of this, a man who was not a farmer by birth, 
had married a bride from a commercial town up 
_ in the country farther to the north, and on this 
occasion it had turned out that the former house- 
keeper, who managed the dairy and had been 
quite indispensable for the whole working of the 
farm, now suddenly stood in the way of the young 
folks’ happiness. 
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Man snakkede en Del derom i den lille By, men 
_ Gaardbrugeren var en kraftig Mand med Ben i 
Panden og brgd sig ikke om, hvad Byen sagde. 
Den tidligere Jomfru paa Gaarden blev gift med 
Soldaten og flyttede ind i hans Hus, hvor man paa- 
stod at hun bragte ham over et Tusind Daler som 
Medgift i rede Penge. 


Egteskabet var ikke lykkeligt. I det forste Aar 
skrantede Konen stedse, som forhen havde veret 
Sundheden selv, en rigtig kgn Mejerske med sterke 
Arme og réde Kinder. I deres Aigteskabs andet 
Aar fgdte hun en Dreng. 


Han skal hedde Ulrik! erklerede hun. 

Hvad skal han ? spurgte Faderen, der atter var 
begyndt paa sine Perioder og serlig under Fg@dslen 
havde styrket sine Nerver ved oplivende Midler. 


Han skal hedde, som jeg siger! gentog hun. Det 
har veret haardt nok at faa ham ; nu skal jeg dog 
ergre en Anden ved Navnet. 


Hvem Anden ? 

Manden paa Gaarden. Ggr Dig blot ikke dum- 
mere, end Du er! 

Kluk, kluk! sagde den forhenverende Soldat. 

Altsaa bley Drengen dgbt Ulrik, og oppe paa 
Gaarden snakkede Karle og Piger en Del derom ; 
ti deres Husbonds Fornavn var netop Ulrik. 


Drengen voksede op; der var Ingen og Intet, 
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There was a great deal of talk about this in 
the little town, but the farmer was a forceful 
man with plenty of backbone, and did not bother 
about what the town said. The former manageress 
at the farm was married to the soldier and moved 
into his house, and people maintained that she 
brought him over a thousand dollars in ready 
money by way of dowry.. 

The match was not happy. In the first year 
the woman was poorly all the time, although 
-_ previously she had been health itself, a really 
handsome dairymaid with robust arms and red 
_ Cheeks. In the second year of their marriage 
she gave birth to a boy. 

“ His name shall be Ulrik! ”’ she declared. 

‘Shall be what? ’ the father asked, who had 
started on his periods again, and at the time of 
the confinement especially had fortified his nerves 
with stimulants. 

“His name shall be what I say!”’ she repeated. 
“It has been hard enough to get him (born) ; 
now I shall at least irritate another person with 
the name.”’ . 

“‘ What other person ? ”’ 

‘““The man at the farm. Don’t make yourself 
out to be sillier than you are! ”’ 

“ Cluck, cluck !”’ said the old soldier. 

And so the boy was christened Ulrik, and up 
at the farm men and maids talked a lot about it ; 
for their master’s Christian name happened to be 
Ulrik. 

The boy grew up; there was nobody and 
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som forhindrede ham deri. Da den store Moder 
Natur ifglge sine uransagelige Beslutninger fgrst 
havde bestemt at han skulde overleve den meget 
ngdtoritige Pleje, han ngd i sin spede Alder, saa 
gik det senere nesten af sig selv. Antallet af hans 
Kledningsstykker generede ham lige saa lidt som 
en Barnepiges altfor overdrevne Paapasselighed. 


Han havde om Sommeren til Tumleplads en 
Grgftevold og en Greft, hvorpaa han kunde kravle 
og hvori han selv maatte vogte sig for ikke at falde. 
Skete dette undertiden, saa maatte han selv sgrge 
for at bjerge sig op af Dyndet, og han foretrak, 
med et tidlig udviklet Instinkt, dette fremfor 
Moderens Hjzlp, der aldrig lgb af uden Afstraffelse. 
Ti den forhenverende Mejerske havde en Igstsid- 
dende Haand. 

Ofte tog dog Faderen Drengen med sig ud paa 
Greftevolden, naar Moderen var borte fra Huset ; 
. og dér kunde da de To tilbringe Timer sammen, 
Barnet kravlende og rodende i Jorden, Faderen 
nikkende hen for sig i en halv Dgs under Virk- 

ningen af en af de nylig overstandne Perioder. 


Naar da Moderen kom tilbage og traf dem begge 
lige uvirksomme, fulgte der i Reglen en Virksom- 
hedsakt fra hendes Side, hvorunder Manden blev 
dreven ind i sit lille Huggehus og Drengen efterladt 
skraalende alene paa Valen. 


Om Vinteren, og idethele under den koldere — 
Aarstid, var Drengen skiftevis i Stuen ved Siden 
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nothing to hinder him in that. Since great mother 

Nature according to her inscrutable decrees 
had in the first place destined him to survive the 
very scanty care he enjoyed in his tender years, 
after that things went pretty well of themselves. 
The number of his articles of clothing troubled 
him just as little as a nurse girl’s too exaggerated 
attention. 

In the summer he had a dike and a ditch for 
a playground ; he could crawl about on the dike, ~ 
and he had to take care not to fall into the ditch. 
If this happened sometimes, he had to effect 
his own rescue from the mud, and, with an instinct 
that was early developed, he preferred this to 
mother’s help, which was never given without a 
whacking. For the former dairymaid was fond 
of using her hands. 

But often the father took the boy out with him 
to the dike, when the mother was away from 
the house ; and there the two of them could pass 
hours together, the child crawling and grubbing 
about in the earth, the father nodding away, 
half dozing, under the effect of one of his periods. 
recently surmounted. 

When the mother came back and found them 
both equally inactive, there ensued as a rule a 
demonstration of activity from her side, in the 
course of which the husband was driven into his 
little wood-chopping shed and the boy left 
behind howling on the dike. | 

In the winter, and generally in the colder season, 
the boy was turn by turn in the kitchen by the side 
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af det rygende Kgkken eller ovre i Huggehuset, 
hvor Faderen skeftede Leer og Plejler og lavede 
hundrede andre Ting til Avlsgaardens Behov — 
naar han ellers arbejdede. 

Ulrik foretrak Faderens Selskab for Moderens, 
hvad der ikke var saa underligt. Ti et Barn vil 
forst og fremmest have Kerlighed; det forlanger 
i Grunden intet andet, og er endda ngjsomt af sig. 
Moderen kunde undertiden kele for Drengen, men 
det var paa en glubsk, af hidsige Mellemspil afbrudt 
Maade. | 

Faderen blev Aar for Aar mere en fuldstendig 
Vante i Konens Haand; saa trengte han til en 
Kammerat og fandt en saadan i Sgnnen, der lidt 
efter lidt opdagede den saa meget eldre Mands 
bigde, eftergivende Gemyt, paa hvilket Alt gjorde 
Indtryk — indtil Drikken udslettede Indtrykkene. 


Det gik mere og mere tilbage for Parret. Natur- 
ligvis. Kun det solide Samliv holder Ngden 
borte. »Medgiften« var forlengst smeltet bort. 
Paa Skenderier, Tretter, Haandgribeligheder 
manglede det ikke. Den Ordenssans, som Moderen 
fhavde bragt med sig fra Gaarden, dunstede efter- 
hhaanden vek og gav Plads for en anden Sans, 
hvis Ytringer dog fgrst senere skulde kendes af Sgn- 
nen og give hans Forestillinger Neering og Retning. 


Invaliden blev tilsidst aldeles treengt over i det 
halvmgrke af Hgvlispaaner og Lyngris opfyldte 
‘Huggehus, hvor Trepegleflasken figurerede paa 
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of the smoking stove or else over in the wood-shed, — 
where the father put hand-staffs to scythes and 
flails and made a hundred other things for the 
use of the farm—when he was working at all. 

Ulrik preferred his father’s society to his 
mother’s, which was not so very wonderful. 
For first and foremost a child wants love; at 
bottom it asks for nothing else, and is easily 
satisfied even in this. The mother might at 
times fondle the boy, but it was in a rough sort 
of way interrupted by interludes of anger. 

Year by year the father became more and more 
a mere glove in his wife’s hand; thus he felt the 
need of a comrade and found such a one in his 
son, who gradually discovered in the man who 
was so much older (than himself), a_ soft, 
yielding disposition on which everything made 
an impression—until drink effaced the impres- 
sions. 

Things went worse and worse for the couple. Only 
a steadfast life in common keeps the wolf from the 
door. The ‘dowry’ had long since melted away. 
There was no lack of abuse, quarrelling, and 
physical violence. The sense of orderliness, which 
the mother had brought with her from the farm, 
gradually faded away, and made room for another 
sense, the outward semblances of which were not 
recognised by the son till later on, when they gave 
his ideas nourishment and a direction. 

In the end the old soldier was forced over 
altogether into the dim wood-shed filled with 
shavings and scraps of heather, where the three- 
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Drejerladet den hele Dag igennem. 


Til Erstatning modtog Moderen Besgg snart 
af en, snart af en anden iblandt Gaardens Karle 
og Omegnens mindre solide Gaardmzend. Man 
lavede en Smutkro her og drak Kaffe med Brende- 
vin. Undertiden blev Invaliden sperret inde i 
sit Skur Natten over. 


Ulrik skgttede sig selv. Han voksede til 
og lab omkring, uvidende som en ung Vild om 
hvad der hever eller nedtrykker denne rullende 
Jords Beboere. Han lerte sig snart at skelne 
mellem de vekslende Aarstider, at iagttage Teg- 
nene paa deres Kommen og Gaaen. Han sugede 
al den Lere af Naturen, som man kan faa gratis 
ved stadig at frdes i den og leve med den. Fug- 
lene ovede tidlig stor Tiltrekningskraft paa ham ; 
han gav dem selv Navne, baade de vilde og de 
tamme, han vidste, hvorledes de flgj, hvor de 
bode og hvad de levede af; han forstyrrede 
dem aldrig, men timevis kunde han sidde langs 
Hekkerne, ved Mosen og inde i Smaaskovene 
ned over Bakkestrgget for at gve sig i at efter- 
ligne deres Stemmer. 


En Dag, efter endt Hgst, saa han paa Gaardens 
Marker en hgj, fgrladen Mand med en Taske 
over Skuldren og en Besse i Henderne folge 
med varsomme og spejdende Skridt bag efter 
en hvid- og sortplettet Hund, som selv bevegede 
sig frem med stor Agtpaagivenhed. 
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half-pint bottle figured on the lathe-bench the 
whole day through. 

By way of compensation the mother was visited 
now by one, now by another of the hands at the 
farm and the less substantial farmers of the dis- 
trict. The place became a kind of out-of-the-way 
pub, where people turned in to drink coffee and 
brandy. Sometimes the old soldier was locked 
into his shed for the whole night. 

Ulrik looked after himself. He went on growing 
- and ran round about, as ignorant as a young 
savage concerning what exalts or depresses the 
dwellers on this revolving earth. He soon taught 
himself to distinguish (between) the changing 
seasons, to observe the signs of their coming and 
going. He imbibed all the teaching from nature 
that can be had gratis by constantly moving in 
it and living with it. The birds early exercised 
a strong attraction upon him; he gave them names 
_ of his own, both the wild ones and the tame ones, 
he knew how they flew, where they dwelt and 
what they lived on; he never disturbed them, 
but for hours he could sit alongside the hedges, 
by the marshes, and in the copses down over the 
chain of hills, practising himself in imitating 
their voices. 

One day, after the end of the harvest, he saw 
on the farm fields a tall, rather corpulent man 
with a wallet over his shoulder and a gun in 
his hands, following with.cautious steps and spying 
eyes a dog with black and white spots which was 
itself moving forward with great circumspection. 
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Ulrik, der troede at denne Hund havde gjort — 
et eller andet og derfor skulde aflives, dukkede 
sig bag en Busk i blandede Tanker, halv nys- 
gerrig, halv reedselslagen over det Drab, som 
skulde foregaa. Han havde hos sin Fader set 
et Gever med knekket Kolbe og havde faaet 
Brugen af et saadant Instrument at vide. © 


Saa svirrede en Flok Agerhgns i Vejret, der 
faldt et Skud og nok et, Hunden halsede, Manden 
sprang frem, klappede Hunden, tog de drebte 
Fugle fra den og stoppede dem i sin Taske med 
alle Tegn paa Glede og Forngjelse. 

Drengen kom hjem til Faderen og bad ham 
om et Geveer til at skyde Fugle med. 

Invaliden lo, lavede Sgnnen et Pustergr og 
anviste ham en Mergelgrav, hvor han kunde 
hente Ler til Kugler. 

Ulrik var henrykt; han passede sit Snit,! 
da Moderen var gaaet ud, og skar den store, 
dybe Lerredslomme ud af hendes gamle Skort. 
Med denne Skydetaske, med sin Besse og sine 
Kugler sneg den unge Jeger sig indi Kratskoven, 
hvor han med bankende Hjzrte nedlagde en 
nydelig lille Blaamejse. 

Han hoidt Fuglen i sin af Jagtiver skelvende 
Haand og pillede Leret af dens Hoved. Den 
stakkels lille Skabning aabnede det ene @je og 
gav nogle Spjzt med de smaa, fine Fodder. Da 
lod Drengen Fuglen falde og satte sig selv ned ved 
den og gravede med sine Negle et Hul i Jorden, 


1 “ Passe sit Snit ’ = tage Leiligheden iagt. 
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Ulrik, who thought that the dog had done 
something or other on account of which it was to 
lose its life, bent down behind a bush in mixed 
thoughts, half inquisitive, half struck with terror 
at the execution that was about to take place. 
At his father’s he had seen a gun with a broken 
butt-end, and had learnt the use of such an 
instrument. 

At this moment a covey of partridges whirred 
nto the air, a shot rang out and then another, 

the dog barked, the man sprang forward, clapped the 
dog, took the shot birds from it, and stuffed them 
into his bag with every sign of joy and pleasure. 

The boy came home to his father and asked 
him for a gun to shoot birds with. 

The old soldier laughed, made his son a blow- 
pipe, and showed him a marl-pit where he could 
fetch clay for bullets. 

Ulrik was delighted; he watched for his op- 
portunity, when his mother had gone out, and 
cut the big, deep linen pocket out of her old skirt. 
With this game-bag, with his gun and his bullets, 
the young sportsman stole out into the copse, 
where with a beating heart he brought down a 
pretty little blue titmouse. : 

He held the bird in his hand that was trembling 
with the zest of sport, and picked the clay from 
its head. The poor little creature opened one 
eye, and its small, delicate feet twitched once or 
twice. At this the lad dropped the bird and sat 
down beside it, and with his nails dug a hole in 
1 “Passe sit Snit’’ =to watch one’s chance or opportunity. 
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hvori Slagtofret blev puttet ; og der var et Oprgr 
i hans Hjerte og en Graad, der vilde frem, som 
han aldrig havde kendt for og ikke kunde gegre 
sig Rede for, og fgrst da han var kommen hjem 
og havde faaet en ordenlig Gennemgarvning 
af Moderen, der havde opdaget Ranet af Lommen, 
fgrst da folte han nogen Lindring, og han lovede 
sig selv, aldrig mere at skyde paa Fugle men 
kun paa Rotter. | 

Det blev imidlertid ikke til noget med Rotterne. 
De var ham for hurtige, eller ogsaa bed Leret 
ikke paa dem. Men en Dag saa han en stor, 
graa Kat, som var kommen tillgbende, springe 
Igs paa en lille, uforsigtig Musvit, der solede 
sig paa de nederste Grene af en Busk. At Igbe 
ind og hente Pustergret og sette efter Rgveren, 
var et Wjebliks Sag. Fuglen var bleven liggende 
blodig, sgénderreven paa Gerningsstedet. 


Jagten gik op over Gaardens Marker, lige op 
til Udhusene. Her maatte man anvende Forsig- 
tighed. Katten slap ind ad et Hul, men Drengen 
lagde sig i Baghold. Noget efter kom en 
Grevlingehund Igbende paa sine drejede Ben. 
Gengeldelsesfglelsen var i dette Qjeblik saa 
sterkt oppe i Ulriks heftige Gemyt, at han 
besluttede sig til »for Smed at rette Bager«.! 


1 Hentyder til Johan Herman Wessels Digt ‘‘ Smeden 
og Bageren,’’ hvori Bageren henrettes i Stedet for 
Smeden, den egentlig Skyldige, fordi man i Byen kun har 
een Smed, mer “‘ her er to som bagen Bred.” 
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the ground, into which he put the victim ; there 
was a commotion in his heart and tears were ready 
to start; he had never known such feelings 
before and he could not account for them. Not 
till he was back home and had got a regular good 
whacking from his mother, who had discovered 
the theft of her pocket, not till then did he feel 
any relief, and he vowed to himself that he would 
never shoot at birds again, but only at rats. 

However, nothing happened to the rats. They 
were too quick for him, or else the clay had no 
effect on them. But one day he saw a big, gray 
cat, which had come running up, pounce on a 
little, incautious tomtit, that was sunning itself 
on the lowest boughs of a bush. To run inside 
and fetch the blow-pipe and pursue the robber 
was the affair of a moment. The bird had been 
left lying covered with blood, mangled on the 
spot where the deed was done. 

The chase went uphill over the farm fields, 
right up to the outhouses. Here he had to use 
caution. The cat slipped inside through a hole, 
but the boy lay in ambush. Shortly afterwards 
a dachshund came running on its bandy legs. 
The feeling of reprisals was at this moment so 
strongly to the fore in Ulrik’s impetuous spirit, 
that he resolved to ‘‘ execute the baker instead 
of the blacksmith.” 4 


1 Refers to Johan Herman Wessel’s poem ‘‘ The Smith 
and the Baker,’’ in which the baker is executed instead 
of the blacksmith, the real culprit, there being only one 
blacksmith in the town, while ‘‘ there are two who bake 
bread.”’ 
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Hunden hylede hgjt. En vegtig Haand faldt 
ned over Drengens Nakke. ! 

Det var Manden paa Gaarden; den samme, 
som havde skudt paa Agerhgnsene. 

Nu skal Pokker... hvem er Du ? 

Drengen sagde sit Navn. 

Naa; ovenikgbet derude fra den Rede. Ja 
saa skal Du ha’ dine Klg! 

Jamen, det var ikke Hunden, det var Katten... 


. Lggn og Sludder. Saa jeg ikke selv at Du 
traf Ami lige iSnuden? Jeg skal lette Dig! 


Og derpaa fulgte en Dragt Prygl og en evig 
Forvisning fra Gaardens Huse og Venger. 


Ulrik kom hjem med sine Begreber fuldstendig 
i Vilderede. Han begyndte at tabe noget i In- 
teresse for Fuglene og idethele for levende Vesner. 
Men hans letvakte Fantasi trengte til Syssel- 
settelse og han kastede sig nu over Vinden, 
Torden og Lynild, Regn, Solglimt etc. 

Han var afvekslende frygtelig angst for og 
sterkt tiltrukket af Naturmagterne, som nesten 
blev hans eneste Omgang. Derhjemme havde 
han endnu kun liden Sans for den kaade og let- 
feerdige Skemt i Smutkroen; han hgrte nok 
visse stadig tilbagevendende Ord men tillagde 
dem ingen fornuftig Mening. 


_ Moderen undgik han helst, af et vist Instinkt, 
men de gamle Koner, som nu og da indfandt 
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The dog howled aloud. A heavy hand came 
down on the lad’s neck. 

It was the man from the farm; the same who 
had shot the partridges. 

“ Well I’ll be damned... who are you? ”’ 

The boy told his name. 

“QO; out of that nest into the bargain. [ 
can tell you you're going to catch it!” 

“You know, it was not the dog, it was the 
vies Oia ie 

“Stuff and nonsense! Didn’t I see you with 
my own eyes hit Ami right in the snout? I'll 
teach you a lesson ! ” 

This was followed by a sound thrashing and 
banishment for ever from the building and fields 
of the farm. 

Ulrik came home with his ideas in complete 
confusion. He began to lose something of his 
interest in birds and in living beings generally. 
But his vivid imagination needed occupation, 
and he now busied himself with the wind, thunder 
and lightning, rain, sunshine, etc. 

He was by turns frightfully afraid of and 
strongly attracted by the forces of nature, which 
came to be almost the only intercourse he had. 
At home he had still but little interest in the 
lascivious and frivolous jesting in the drinking- 
booth ; he heard, it is true, certain words that 
were constantly recurring, but did not attach 
any intelligent meaning to them. 

His mother he preferred to avoid, from a 
certain instinct, but the old women who turned 
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sig, lyttede han gerne til, og af deres Igjerlige 
Snak, af deres Fortellinger i Skumringen, deres 
Husraad, deres undertiden hemmelighedsfulde 
Mumlen, ligesaa vel som af Faderens halvfor- 
virrede Udbrud, naar Flasken ovre paa Drejer- 
ladet var t¢mt, dannede han sig et Forraad af 
Ord, Lyde, halve Begreber, som han saa satte 
1 Forbindelse med de Indtryk, Naturmagterne 
gjorde paa ham. 

Saa kunde han under en sterk Tordenbyge 
ligee under et enligt Tre eller krybe sammen 
med nogle forskremte Faar under en Hekke 
ude paa Marken og raabe og skrige op til Torden- ~ 
bragene, saa at de arme Dyr blev endnu mere 
forskrekkede over ham, end over Himlens 
Artilleri. 

Han kunde ogsaa med Huen i Haanden Igbe 
imod en sterk Storm og synge og huje, indtil 
han blev saa hes som en Ravn. Og alt dette 
forskaffede ham en dyb, gaadefuld Tilfreds- 
stillelse, som han ikke vilde have byttet bort 
for — ja han kendte jo ingen Gleder andre end 
disse, den stakkels Dreng ! 

Ikke mindre uforklarlig Tiltreekning fandt han 
til visse Ting, som han uforvarende traf paa sin 
Vej : en dgd Muldvarp, en paa en underlig Maade 
afbarket Keep, en szeelsom Sten, en halv Hestesko. 


Disse Sager opbevarede han omhyggeligt, gra- 
vede dem ned og op igen med visse Mellemrum 
og satte saa deres noget forandrede Udseende i 
Forbindelse med hvad der just var hendet, enten 
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up now and again he was glad to listen to, and 
from their amusing chatter, their tales told in the 
dusk, their household medicines, their occasional 
mysterious mumbling, as well as from his father’s 
incoherent outbreaks, when the flask over on the 
lathe-bench was emptied, he formed for himself 
a stock of words, sounds, semi-ideas, which he then 
brought into connection with the impressions 
made upon him by the forces of nature. 

Thus he could lie during a violent thunder- 
storm under a solitary tree, or creep together 
with a number of frightened sheep under a hedge 
out in the fields and call and cry up to the peals 
of thunder, so that the poor animals were still 
more frightened at him than at the artillery of 
the sky. 

He could also, with his cap in his hand, run 
in the face of a violent storm and sing and shout 
till he got as hoarse as a raven. And all this pro- 
cured him a deep, puzzling satisfaction, which 
he himself would not have exchanged for—nay, 
he knew no joys save these, poor lad ! 


Attraction no less inexplicable did he feel for 
certain things which he unexpectedly found on 
his path: a dead mole, a stick with the bark 
peeled off in a peculiar manner, a strange stone, 
half a horseshoe. | 

These things he carefully stored, buried and 
dug up again at certain intervals, and thereupon 
. connected their somewhat changed appearance 
with anything that had just happened, either an 
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en usedvanlig hgj Grad af Beruselse hos Faderen, 
eller et usedvanligt Anfald af Hidsighed hos 
Moderen, for ikke at tale om andre merkelige 
Ting, der forefaldt i Hjemmet og som lidt efter 
lidt lagde Beslag paa Barnets Getteevne og 
Drengens halve Viden. 

Af disse sin Ensomheds Forestillinger og Anelser 
fandt han sig pludselig udreven og hensat mellem 
andre Bgrn paa Skolebenken. Provsten havde 
veret paa Visitats i Sognet, Skoletvangen var 
bleven skerpet, og den lille Vilde sad nu i Bur 
sammen med andre Hel- og Halvvilde. 


Ulnik var skudt ivejret, lang og knokkelsterk 
for sin Alder. Han meerkede straks, at det at 
vere lengere end de andre og tilmed have Haar 
af en sterk Farve medfgrte visse Ulemper. 


Den fgrste Dag fik han Prygl af de andre Drenge, 
fordi han stod dem ivejen, uagtet han stadig 
flyttede sig. Den neste Dag fik han Prygl, fordi 
han ikke vilde dele sit Fedtebrod med dem, og 
den tredje Dag fik han Prygl af Lereren, fordi 
han, uvant som han var med at sidde stille saa 
lenge indesperret, var falden i Sévn i det beklum- 
rede Rum. 


Saa faldt han paa at slaa fra sig iblandt Kam- 
meraterne, og saa fulgte denne fortsatte Kamp, 
hvoraf det skulde vise sig, om han helt skulde 
underkues eller hevde sig sin Plads og delvise 
Ret iblandt de andre. 
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unusually high degree of intoxication in his 
father, or an extraordinary attack of bad temper 
in his mother, not to speak of other remarkable 
things which took place at home, and which little 
by little engrossed the child’s powers of con- 
jecture and the lad’s half-knowledge. 

He found himself suddenly snatched from these 
ideas and presentiments of his solitude and set 
down among other children on the school-bench. 
The dean had been on a visit in the parish, com- 
pulsory attendance at school had been more 
sharply enforced, and the little savage now sat 
in a cage with other savages, part and complete. 

Ulrik had shot up in height, was tall and big- 
boned for his age. He immediately noticed 
that to be taller than others, and at the same time 
to have hair of a vivid colour, was accompanied 
by certain inconveniences. 

The first day he was thrashed by the other 
boys because he stood in their way, notwith- 
standing the fact that he kept moving. The next 
day he was thrashed because he would not share 
his bread and dripping with them, and the third 
day he was thrashed by the teacher because, 
unaccustomed as he was to sitting still in con- 
finement so long, he had fallen asleep in the stuffy 
room. 

After that he got into the way of hitting back 
at his mates, and then followed a continuous 
battle, which was’to show whether he should be 
subjected completely or maintain his place and 
the rights due to him among the others. 
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Helt blev dette igrunden aldrig afgjort, ti han 
var for vaklende i sin Optreden. Undertiden 
lod han sig rolig kujonere, idet han af en vis 
dump Resignation opgav Modstand som unyttig ; 
og saa fulgte der igen vilde Udbrud af Raseri 
hos ham, hvorunder han endogsaa slog en af de 
sterkeste Drenge halvt fordzrvet, hvilket skaffede 
ham Luft for en Tid. 

Lereren, der skulde indprente disse tresinds- 
tyve Drenge og Piger de ngdtgrftige Kund- 
skaber, var en Mand allerede sterkt tilaars, 
udslidt af det ensformige Arbejde. Han havde 
giftet sig i en sen Alder og sad med en stor 
Bgrneflok at forsérge. Han smilede aldrig, 
straffede idelig men med stor Upartiskhed ; hans 
egne Born fik samme Andel, som de fremmede. 


Belgnningen for serlig Flid var at blive sendt 
ud i Haven for at luge Bedene. Indtegterne af 
denne Have, som han drev mgnsterverdig, var 
et aldeles ngdvendigt Tilleg til den Sultefgde, 
som kaldtes hans Lgn. 


Hans Udtryk var staaende; Hundetamp!! 
til Drengene ; Skarnstgs! til Pigerne. Bgrnene 
tog ham paa ingen Maade disse Betegnelser ilde 
op; de var, som Regel, vant til verre derhjemme 
fra. 

Han brugte den Tobak, som han ivrig skraaede, 
til Kasteskyts oppe fra sin Pult ned imellem 
Benkene. Dog var dette en mildere Form af 


1“ Tamp ” = Enden af et Stykke Tov. 
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This was never definitely settled, for he was 
too vacillating in his behaviour. Sometimes he 
calmly let himself be put on, giving up resistance, 
in a kind of listless resignation, as useless; and 
then once more there would follow wild outbreaks 
of raging in him, during one of which he actually 
beat one of the strongest boys within an inch of 
his life. This cleared the air for him for a time. 

The teacher whose duty it was to impress the 
rudiments of knowledge on the minds of these 
sixty boys and girls was a man already well on 
in years, worn out by his monotonous task. He 
had married late in life, and had now a big flock 
of children to provide for. He never smiled, 
and continuously dealt out chastisement with 
great impartiality ; his own children got the same 
share as those of others. 

The reward for particular diligence was to be 
sent out into the garden to weed the beds. The 
income from this garden, which he cultivated in 
an exemplary manner, was an entirely necessary 
addition to the hunger-pittance which was called. 
his wages. 

He had standing expressions: “‘ young rascal’’ } 
to the boys; “slut!” to the girls. The children 
were in no way offended by these epithets; 
they were, as a rule, accustomed to worse ones. 
at home. 

The tobacco, which he zealously chewed, he 
used as shot which he directed from his exalted 
position at his desk down among the benches. 


1‘ Tamp’ = rope-end. 
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Straf. Den Trufne maatte bringe Kuglen, vaad 
som den var, tilbage til Lereren; den blev da 
stukket i Vestelommen for at hvile der og traekke 
Kreefter til en fornyet Tyggen. 


Her hentende Ulrik sine Kundskaber for 
Livet. 

Han lerte forholdsvis hurtigt at stave, skrive 
og lese indenad. MRegnekunsten var og forblev 
ham derimod en Gaade. Men da han kom til 
Versene, og navnlig da han fik med en lille Bibel- 
historie at ggre, hvis mest tiltalende Fortellinger 
vare lempede for Bgrnenes Begreb i visse let- 
nemmede Rim, saa hvilede han ikke, for han 
kunde dem omtrentlig udenad alle; og helt 
glemte han dem aldrig. 


Der var i Skolestuen ovre paa Pigernes Side 
et lille blegt, daarligkledt Barn med lyst Haar 
og store, blaa Wjne, som laa dybt under fine 
Bryn. Denne lille Pige kom han til at se paa 
en Dag, og sidenefter kunde han ikke faa Ojnene 
fra hende. Hun havde en lang Vej, nesten en 
halv Mil, til Skole, og hun var spinkel og svag. 
Det kom snart ud iblandt Skolebgrnene, at hun 
‘bode hos sin »Moster«,! som for Betaling havde 
taget hende af Moderen, der tjente oppe i Byen 
som Pige. 

Ulrik fik kun saa meget st@rre Interesse for 


1 = Mo(de)rsgster. ‘‘ Faster’? = Fa(de)rsoster. 
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But this was a fairly mild form of punishment. 
The one who was hit had to bring the quid, 
wet as it was, back to the teacher; the latter then 
stowed it away in his waistcoat pocket to rest and 
recruit its forces for another chew. 

Here it was that Ulrik derived the knowledge 
which was to serve him in life. 

He learned with comparative speed to spell, 
write, and read from the book. Arithmetic, 
on the other hand, was and remained a mystery 
to him. But when he came to poetry, and parti- 
cularly when he was set to work on a little book 
of stories from the Bible, the most attractive tales 
of which were adapted to the comprehension of 
children by being turned into easily understood 
rhymes, he did not rest until he knew them all 
pretty well by heart; and he never entirely 
forgot them. : 

In the schoolroom, over on the girls’ side, 
there was a little pale, badly dressed child with 
fair hair and big, blue eyes that lay deep under 
delicate eyebrows. One day he happened to look 
at this little girl, and after that he could not 
keep his eyes away from her. She had a long way 
to go to school, nearly half a league, and she was 
slender and delicate. It soon came out among 
the school-children that she lived with an aunt,! 
who had-been paid to take her from her mother, 
a servant-girl up in the town. 

Ulrik took so much the greater interest in her ; 


1 * Tante ’ is used for either ‘ Moster’ (mother’s sister) 
or ‘ Faster’ (father’s sister). 
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hende; han vidste selvy ikke hvorfor, kan vere 
at han allerede da fglte sig bergrt af den’ megen 
Snak om sin egen Moder. 

Han gik hende et langt Stykke imgde om Mor- 
genen og fulgte hende nesten hjem om Efter- 
middagen, bar hendes Tavle, forzrede hende et 
Muldvarpeskind og en merkelig Sten, men 
idvrigt snakkede de ikke meget sammen; hun | 
var meget sky og han var ikke stort talende. 

Hun hostede meget -den hele Sommer, og den 
fglgende Vinter hostede hun forskrekkeligt. Om 
Foraaret dade hun. 

Da Ulrik i Skoletimen fik dette at vide, lagde 
han Hovedet ned i Henderne og hulkede kramp- 
agtigt. 

Naa, din Hundetamp, havd fleber Du for? 
Igd Lererens Stemme. 

Drengen svarede ikke. Smerten indeni ham 
var uhyre. Han blev kaldt op til Pulten og fik 
Prygl; han fik Prygl derhjemme af Moderen, 
fordi han hverken vilde spise eller tale, og da 
han gik over til Faderen, for at betro sin Sorg 
til ham, fandt han ham bevidstlgs paa sin Bunke 
Hgvlspaaner. 

En Ugestid efter drev han omkring og kom 
op paa Sognets Kirkegaard. Dér fandt han henne 
i Udryddekrogen en lille frisk Grav, ikke stort 
stgrre end et Muldvarpeskud. 


Han kastede sig ned paa Jorden og syntes 
at han skulde Igses op i Bedrgvelse og Savn. 
Han havde en af sine stgrste Skatte hos sig, 
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he himself did not know why, perhaps because 
he was already sensitive to all the talk about 
his own mother. 

He went a long way to meet her in the mornings, 
and in the afternoons he escorted her almost as 
far as her home, carried her slate, and made her 
a present of a moleskin and a remarkable stone, 
but for the rest they did not talk much together ; 
she was very shy, and he was not very talkative. 

She coughed a great deal all the summer long, 
and the following winter she had an awful cough. 
In the spring she died. 

When Ulrik heard this, in school time, he put 
his head down in his hands, and sobbed’ con- 
vulsively. 

“Well, you young rascal, what are you whining 
for ? ’’ sounded the teacher’s voice. 

The boy did not answer. The pain within him 
was too tremendous. He was called up to the 
desk and got a thrashing; he got a thrashing at — 
home from his mother, because he would neither 
eat or speak, and when he went across to his 
father, to confide his care to him, he found him 
lying unconscious on his heap of shavings. 

A week after he was roving round and came up 
to the parish churchyard. Here, away in a corner 
where the ground was not yet cleared, he found 
a little, fresh grave, not much bigger than a 
moleheap. 

He threw himself down on the ground, and it 
seemed to him that he would break into pieces, 
he was so miserable and full of longing. He had 
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en stor, gul Glasperle. Denne borede han hastig 
ned i den Igse Jord og saa hviskede han: Farvel 
Marie! og gik hjem. 


Undervejs opstod der i hans Hoved en Melodi; 
sandsynligvis har det veret en Blanding af en 
af Faderens Soldaterviser og Morgensangen i 
Skolen. Uvilkaarligt fajede han Ord hertil, 
og disse vedblev han at stille om og gentage, 
indtil de blev staaende ; og saa greed han af R¢relse 
over, hvad han selv sang. Det var det smukkeste, 
syntes han, som han i sit Liv havde hgrt. 


Den lille Marie er borte 

og lagt 1 Jorden den sorte, 

men vi skal ses hos Vorherre om lidt, 
for dér er det bedre end her. 


Da han kom hjem ud paa Aftenen, var der 
stor Lystighed inde i.Stuen. Moderen sad paa 
Skgdet hos en af de mest berygtede Gaardmend 
dér i Egnen; de skaalede med store Spglkummer 
fulde af sort Kaffe og Brendevin, og Drengen 
skulde drikke med. 


Han vegrede sig og blev smidt ud. Han.kunde 
gaa over og ligge hos Faderen! blev der sagt. 


Det gjorde han ogsaa, og dér paa Hgvlspaa- 
nerne formede han sig endnu et Vers efter en 
lidt zndret Melodi. 
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one of his greatest treasures on him, a big, yellow, 
glass bead. This he bored hastily down into the 
loose earth, and then he whispered: ‘‘ Goodbye, 
Mary!” and went home. 

On his way a tune came into his head; pro- 
bably it was a blending of one of his father’s 
soldiers’ songs and the morning hymn in the 
school. Involuntarily he added words to it,: 
and these he went on transposing and repeating, 
till they remained fixed; and then he cried, 
he was so moved by what he himself sang. It 
was the prettiest thing, he thought, that he had 
ever heard in his life. 


Little Mary is gone, our Mary dear, 

And laid in the black earth away, 

But we shail meet in our Lord’s house some day, 
For there it is better than here. 


When he came home late in the evening, there 
was great merry-making in the house. His mother 
was sitting on the lap of one of the most notorious 
farmers in the district; they were drinking 
healths from big basins full of black coffee and 
brandy, and they wanted the boy to drink with - 
them. . 

He refused, and was flung out of the house. 
He could go across and ee at his father’s! 
they said. 

_ That is just what he did, and there on the 
shavings he made up another verse, to a tune 
slightly changed. . 
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Den lille Marie er oppe i Himlen 

blandt alle Englenes Here, 

saa beder jeg Vorherre den kere, 

at han ikke lader hende lide nogen Nad. 


Og han fgjede til, inden han lukkede @jnene : 
Og ikke lader hende hoste saa slemt. 


Men da han savnede et Rim her, forandrede han 
det til: 
Og giver hende sit daglige Brad. 


Efter denne Tid fandt han det ofte bekvem- 
mest at sette sine Tanker i Vers, men da han 
ikke tenkte sig Muligheden af at sligt kunde 
skrives ned, saa glemte han hurtig, hvad han 
saaledes digtede. 

Der kom en Hjelpelerer til Skolen, og Ulriks 
poetiske Anleg fik herved et Sted frem, samtidig 
med at hans religidse Begreber, der hidtil vare 
gaaede snorlige efter den lille Bibelhistorie og 
Salmeversene, undergik en Forandring. 


Andenlereren var en Svermer, og en fanatisk 
Svermer, for den nordiske Old. Dens Guder 
og Helte, dens Slagord og Sindbilleder lob ham 
bestandig paa Tungen, og det tjente ham ikke 
mindst til Retferdigggrelse, at hans egne Fore- 
stillinger om Livet og Virkeligheden vare ligesaa 
forvirrede, som efterhaanden Skolebgrnenes blev 
det. 

Han yndede at begynde med en frisk Morgen- 
og Opsang i denne Stil. Saaledes f. Ex.: 


27 


BYRON IN HOMESPUN 


Dear Mary is taken away 

To the angel hosts in the sky, 
So to our dear Lord I pray 

Not to let her suffer distress. 


And he added, before he closed his eyes : 
And not to let her cough so badly. 


But since this did not rhyme, he changed.it to: 


And to give her her bread day by day. 


After this time he often found it suited him 
best to put his thoughts into verse, but since it 
did not occur to him that it would be possible for 
such things to be written down, he speedily forgot 
what he composed in this manner. 

A new assistant master came to the school, 
and this event helped Ulrik’s poetical talent a 
step forward, while at the same time his religious 
ideas, which hitherto had proceeded in a straight 
line with the little book of Bible stories and the 
verses of the hymns, underwent a change. 

The second teacher was an enthusiast, and a 
fanatical enthusiast, for Scandinavian antiquity. 
The gods and heroes of the latter, its favourite 
expressions and images, were constantly on his 
tongue, and his justification lay not least in the 
fact that his own ideas about life and reality 
were just as confused as those of the school 
children gradually became. 

He was fond of beginning with a fresh morning 
song in this style. As for example: 
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Lys-Fugl stiger i Morgen-Gry 

og ser hun sig ud saa vide, 

ud over Skove og Marker og By ; 
Fj! nu blev red hendes Side. 

Solen bryder af Taager frem 

og farver de fjzrneste Himle, 
Lys-Fugl vaagner 1 Dagmoders Hjem 
og hilser det straalende Gimle.? 


Det var noget for Ulrik. Disse mange nye og 
stadselige Ord, hvori man efter Forgodtbefindende 
kunde legge en Mening eller lade vere, opfyldte 
ham med den mest brendende Lyst til Efter- 
ligning. 

Og hertil kom Fortzllinger om Thor og Loke,? 
Thurser og Jetter, om Gorm den Gamle® og Saxo 
Grammaticus, Vagn Aagesgn, Sterkodder og 
Ejnar Tambeskelver. 

Det lgb rundt i hans Hoved, men frembragte 
forinden en behagelig Fornemmelse af, at Livet 
vesenligst bestod i at gaa paa en Landevej med 
en tyk Kep og prygle alle dem, som man kunde 
overkomme. 

Der var ‘ellers, selvfglgelig, ikke Tale om 
noget Samkvem med denne Lerer, ligesaalidt 
som med den gamle. Den yngre levede 1 sin 
Forestillingskreds og dernest sterkt optaget af 


1 “Gimle’”’ er Gudernes Hjem. Salen er tekt med 
Guld. 

2 Ondskabens Aand i den gamle norsk Gudelere. 

% Gorm den Gamle, Konge af Danmark omtrent 860 til 
935, samlede de mange Smaariger til en Stat. Hans 
Senneseon, Svend Tveskeg (985-1014) erobrede England. 
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The bird of the light climbs up in the dawn, 
And gazes around far and wide, 

Out over forests and fields and town ; 
Ah! ruddy now grows her side. 

Out of the mists the sun breaks forth, 
And colours the farthest skies, 

Light-Bird awakens in Day-mother’s home, 
And greets the bright roofs? of Paradise. 


This was something for Ulrik. All these new 
and high sounding-words, to which, according as 
he thought best, he could attach a meaning or 
none at all, filled him with the most burning 
desire of emulation. 

To this were added tales about Thor and Loki,? 
giants and monsters, about Gorm the Ancient? 
and Saxo Grammaticus, Vagn Aagesgn, Ster- 
kodder and Ejnar Tambeskelver. 

All this ran in his head, but produced within 
him an agreeable feeling that life in the main 
consisted of faring along the highroad with a 
thick stick and thrashing all those whom one could 
_ overpower. 

For the rest, there was of course no question 
of any intercourse with this teacher, any more 
than there was with the old one. The young one 
lived in the circle of his own ideas, and after 


1 *Gimle’ is the home of the gods. The hall is 
thatched with gold. 

2 The spirit of evil in old Scandinavian mythology. 

’ Gorm the Ancient, King of Denmark about 860 to 
935, united the numerous petty kingdoms in one state. 
His grandson, Sweyn Forkbeard (985-1014), conquered 
England. 
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en Keerlighed til en Gaardmandsenke. Han 
vilde sikkert vere bleven forbavset, om Ulrik 
havde forelagt ham en Rekke Spgrgsmaal, 
Hedenskab og Kristendom imellem. 


Og dog brgdes hos den halvvoksne Dreng 
disse Modseetninger og Modsigelser i fuld, for- 
styrrende Kraft. 

Saa kom Konfirmationstiden. 

Presten i Sognet overlod Skolen af ganske 
Hjerte hele Forberedelsen. Han var en hgj, 
fgr, hvad man kalder »Levemand« med en smuk, 
krum Nese, Haaret i Krans som Tonsur om den 
blanke Pande, rdde Kinder og skelmske @jne. 


Han var gift med en virkelig Komtesse; 
hans Frue var nu svagelig, han selv ngd alle 
en god Konstitutions Velsignelser og dertil 
Renterne af en ikke ubetydelig Kapital. A¢gte- 
skabet var barnlgst. Der gik det Sagn om hans 
Arbejdsverelse, at Gulvet under hans Lenestol 
skulde eje en Klap, og at denne Klap fgrte til 
et Rum, hvori der stadig henlaa Vinflasker paa 
Is og Daaser med henkogte Sager. Men Sagnet 
overdriver altid. | 

Den Velerverdige var nesten altid inviteret 
ud, og han var desuden ikke den Mand, som 
krgb i Skjul med noget; -han sad sikkert nok, 
hvor han sad, og ved hans Bord blev der sg@rget 
saa godt for ham, at han ikke beh@vede nogen 
Efterslurk under sine Studeringer. 

Vel forberedt fra Skolen, med sine Ramser i 
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that he was very much taken up with the love 
he felt for a farmer’s widow. He would certainly 
have been astonished if Ulrik had asked him a 
string of questions ranging from heathendom to 
Christianity. 

And yet, in the half-grown boy these contrasts 
and contradictions struggled with one another in 
full, destructive power. 

Then came the time when he was confirmed. 

The parish priest most willingly left all the pre- 
paration to the school. He was a tall, corpulent 
man—what people call a ‘man of the world “— 
with a handsome Roman nose, with his hair in a 
wreath like a tonsure round his shining forehead, 
rosy cheeks, and roguish eyes. 

He was married to a real countess. His wife 
was now delicate; he himself enjoyed all the 
blessings of a good constitution, and in addition 
the income from a not inconsiderable capital. 
The marriage was childless. There was a tale 
told about his study, that the floor under his 
arm-chair had a trap-door, and that this trap- 
door led to a room, where there were always 
bottles of wine lying on ice, and tins with cooked 
viands. But tales always exaggerate. 

The reverend gentleman was nearly always 
invited out, and he was, moreover, not the man 
to creep out of sight with anything; he sat 
safely enough where he sat, and he was so well 
cared for at his own table that he stood in no 
need of an extra drink over his studies. 

Well prepared from the school, with his rig- 
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den gnskeligste Orden, men stadig med Loke 
liggende paa Lur bagved Thor indeni sig, blev 
Ulrik bekreftet i sin Barnetro af denne Mand. 


Den hgjtidelige Akt i Kirken gjorde et dybt 
Indtryk paa Kngsens Fantasi, og han sneg sig 
om Aftenen til at nedskrive sine Tanker i Vers, 
der var en tro Afspejling af Formiddagens Salmer. — 


Saa var det, at Faderen forsvandt derhjemme- 
fra. Han havde nogle Aftener iforvejen til Sgnnen 
ladet falde Vink om, at saadan som det nu gik, 
holdt han det ikke lenger ud; man havde dog 
baade tre og Skam i Livet, men der var Andre, 
som ikke havde det; og selv om han drak, saa 
holdt han sig dog paa sine egne Enemerker, 
men der var Andre, som — nok sagt! Og saa 
sang han sin gamle Soldatervise : 


_ Soldaten gaar i Kongens Tgj, 
naar Bonden gaar og vender Mog. 
Soldaten drikker hvor han vil, 
og Kongen giver Penge til. 


Og dernest erklerede han det for sin faste 
Beslutning at stikke af. 

Saa gaar jeg med Dig, Fa’r! sagde Sgnnen. 

Nej Du ger ikke, min Dreng. For naar vi 
begge to render vores Vej, saa ge@r naturligvis 
Kellingen Paastyr, og saa skikker de Brev efter 
os. Men en Drukkendiderik som mig er der 
Ingen, som skal ha’e Bud efter. Og lad mig nu 
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maroles in the best order that could be desired, 
but with Loki always lurking behind Thor within 
him, Ulrik was confirmed in his child’s faith by 
this man. 

The solemn ceremony in the church made a 
deep impressiom on the youth’s imagination, 
and he stole away in the evening to write his 
ideas in verse which was a faithful reflection of 
the hymns sung in the forenoon. 

Then it happened that his father disappeared 
from home. A few evenings before he had dropped 
hints to his son that, as things now were, he could 
not stand it any longer; after all, one had both 
honour and shame in one’s body, but there were 
other people who had not; and even if he drank, 
he at least kept to his own bounds, but there 
were others who—enough said! And then he 
sang his old soldier’s ditty : : 


The soldier by the King is clad, 

While muck is pitched by the farmer lad. 
The soldier drinks wherever he will, 

And the King gives him the money still. 


And after that he declared that it was his firm 
resolve to take his hook. 

“ Then I’m going with you, dad! ”’ said the son. 

“No, you’re not, my lad! For if we two run 
away, the woman, of course, will kick up a row, 
and then they’ll send a warrant after us. But 
there’s nobody will send an order after an old 
drunkard like me. And let me see now that you 
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se, at Du arter Dig vel, nu da Du er bleven voksen 
og skal tjene for dit Brgd. Naar galt skal vere, 
saa hold Dig hellere til Fruentimmer, end til 
Flasken. For Du vil snart lere, at de fleste 
Kvindfolk er daarligere end som Du selv, og 
saa vil Du blive ked af dem. Men Flasken vil 
Du aldrig blive ked af, og saa vil den blive din 
Ulykke tilsidst ! 

Ulrik svarede intet herpaa, da han ikke, trods 
det givne Eksempel i Hjemmet, endnu havde 
nogen Praksis at slutte efter; og han var ikke 
kommen saa vidt, at han dgmte om Tingene ad. 
theoretisk Vej. Han mente, at man forelgbig 
kunde sove paa Beslutningen. 


Invaliden nikkede hen for sig, men samme 
Nat forsvandt han med sit stive Ben, efterladende 
en tgmt Flaske og en hel Del halvferdigt og 
bestilt Arbejde op til Gaarden. Man mente, 
at han nok vilde komme tilbage. Men han kom 
aldrig tilbage. : 

Ulrik fik Plads som Dreng paa Gaarden. Han 
var velbygget og velvoksen; der var intet Ondt 
paa ham at sige, han gjorde sin Gerning, var 
noget mut og indesluttet, af og til med nogen 
Lyst til at disputere. 

Men Karlene drillede ham stedse med Hjem- 
met; han vidste intet at sige, hverken til 
Hjemmets eller sit eget Forsvar, og aad Harmen 
i sig. Som bekendt er Drilleriet en national 
Skgdesynd hos os og burde egenlig opfgres blandt 
Dgdssynderne. Der er altfor mange, som lider 
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turn out well, now that you’re grown up, and have 
got to earn your living. If you can’t help making 
an ass of yourself, go in for women rather than 
the bottle. For you will soon learn that most 
women are worse than you are yourself, and then 
youll get sick of them. But you'll never get 
sick of the bottle, and in the long run it will do 
for you!” 

Ulrik answered nothing to this, since, in spite 
of the example shown him at home, he had not 
yet any practice to form a conclusion from ; and 
he had not yet got far enough to judge of things 
by theory. He thought that for the present he 
could postpone making up his mind till he had 
slept on the question. 

The old soldier dozed off, but that night he 
disappeared with his stiff leg, leaving behind him 
an empty bottle and a whole lot of half finished 
and completed work for the farm. People thought 
that he would come back in due course. But 
he never came back. 

Ulrik got work as a boy on the farm. He was 
well built and well grown; there was nothing 
to be said against him, he did what he had to do. | 
Was somewhat taciturn and reserved, and now 
and then inclined to be quarrelsome. 

But the men were always teasing him about 
the home he came from; there was nothing he 
could say, either in defence of home or of himself, 
and he swallowed his vexation. As is well known, 
teasing is a national and favourite sin with us, 
and it ought really to be counted one of the 
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derunder ; enkelte gaa endogsaa tilgrunde derved. 


Pigerne drillede ham ogsaa paa deres Maade. 
Han var dem for tilbageholden, og der var dette 
Noget over ham og i ham, som gjorde at de vilde 
have fat paa ham. Saa sejrede en af Malke- 
pigerne, der havde vist ham mest Venlighed 
og aldrig havde omtalt Moderen. 


Det er vanskeligt at tale om Forfgrelse iblandt 
dette Folkeferd, hvor Hjertet kun yderst sjel- 
dent er med i Spillet og hvor Tingene daglig 
kaldes ved deres Navne og hvor Naturen evig 
og uforanderlig gaar over Optugtelsen. For 
hans Vedkommende, som den yngre og uerfarne, 
skete der kun det, at han, saasnart hun havde 
udkaaret ham, kastede hele sit urolige og inde- 
stengte Hjertes Trang til at holde af og hengive 
sig over paa Pigen. 

‘Hun holdt sig til Verdens tine og Tingenes 
materielle Ydre, og lo forresten ad hans i sig selv 
uforstaaelige og dunkle, om end glodende: Ord 
baade i Vers og Prosa. Hun saarede ham der- 
ved fgleligt, og han vendte sig snart fra hende 


fuldstendig ligegyldig. 


Til en lille tolv-tretten Aars Pige, der vogtede 
Smaakreaturet, vendte han sig derpaa. Hun 
var bleg og spinkel med store blaa, dybtliggende 
@jne. Hendes Navn var Ane, men han kaldte 
hende Marie og delte sin Mellemmad med hende. 
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deadly sins. There are too many people who 
suffer from it; to some it is even fatal. 

The girls, too, teased him in their own way. 
He was too reserved for them, and there was 
something about him and in him that made 
them want to get hold of him. In this rivalry 
one of the milk-maids was victor, one who had 
certainly shown him the most kindness, and never 
discussed his mother. 

It is difficult to talk of seduction in this class 
of the people, where the heart is but very seldom 
concerned in the game, where daily a spade 
is called a spade, and where nature eternally and 
unchangeably passes over upbringing. As far 
as he, the younger and inexperienced one, was 
concerned, all that happened was that he, as soon 
as she had cast her choice on him, lavished on 
the girl all the impulse of his unquiet and repressed 
heart to love and to yield itself utterly in love. 

She kept to the course of the world and the 
material aspect of things, and for the rest laughed 
at his words, both in prose and verse, unintelligible 
as they were in themselves, and obscure though 
glowing. She hurt him sensibly by this attitude, 
and he soon turned away from her with complete 
indifference. 

Thereupon he turned his attentions to a little 
girl of from twelve to thirteen years old, who 
looked after the poultry. She was pale and 
slender, with big blue eyes, lying deep. Her name 
was Anna, but he called her Mary, and shared 
his lunch with her. 
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I Folkestuen begyndte da Drilleriet igen; 
man kom med plumpe Hentydninger, og en ung 
Karl sagde en Dag i alt andet end forblommede 
Ord, hvorledes man mente at Ulriks Interesse 
for den lille Tgs skulde forklares. 

Invalidens Sgn rejste sig, ligbleg af Vrede; 
han holdt sig et Wjeblik for Brystet; denne 
Raahed forekom ham endog at trampe paa de 
Dede. Saa rev han hurtig som et Lyn sin Tresko 
af og klgvede Bagvaskerens Wjenbryn, Nese, 
Overlebe og Hage. 

Dér laa han! 

De andre Karle tvang Ulrik til at rémme 
Gaarden, skgnt Pigerne holdt paa ham. Saa 
meget mere Grund var der for Karlene til at 
blive af med ham. . 

Han var anden Gang forvist fra det Sted, 
hvor hans Moder muligvis, hvis hun var for- 
bleven i sine Rettigheder, kunde have nyttet 
Samfundet med sin Ordenssans, sine raske Arme 
og sine allesteds nerveerende @jne. 

Han kom igen hjem til hende. Hun var bleven 
sterkt oppustet i Mellemtiden, uordenlig, dobbelt 
saa opfarende som fgr, men undertiden med 
lange, slove Pavser, som om hun havde tabt 
Hukommelsen eller ikke gad bruge den. 

Han kunde ikke ret lenge holde det ud der- 
hjemme; nu da han vidste saa meget, som han 
vidste, kunde han ikke se rolig paa Lystigheden | 
og Letferdigheden om Aftenerne, og han valgte 
af egen fri Vilje det forladte Huggehus til at 
sove 10m Natten. 
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In the servants’ hall the teasing began again ; 
coarse suggestions were indulged in, and a young 
fellow said one day in anything but figurative 
language how it was supposed that Ulrik’s interest 
for the little lass was to be explained. 

The old soldier’s son rose up, pale as death with, 
anger ; he clasped his chest for a moment; this 
coarseness seemed to him to be positively trampling 
on the dead. Then, quick as lightning, he pulled 
off his wooden shoe and cleft the slanderer’s 
eyebrows, nose, upper lip, and chin. 

There he lay ! 

The other men forced Ulrik to clear out of the 
farm, though the girls stuck up for him. That 
was so much the more reason for the men to get 
rid of him. 

For the second time he was banished from the 
place where his mother possibly, if she had re- 
mained in her rights, might have been of service to 
society with her sense of order, her nimble arms, 
and her eyes that were present everywhere. 

He came home again to her. In the meantime 
she had got very puffed up, slovenly, twice as 
bad-tempered as before, but with long, dull pauses 
Sometimes, as though she had lost her recollection 
or did not want to use it. 

He could not endure it very long at home; 
now that he knew as much as he did, he could 
not look on quietly at the merrymaking and the 
levity in the evenings, and of his own free will 
he choose the deserted wood-shed to sleep in at 
nights. 
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Saa fik den almegtige Husholderske hos Presten 
ham opspurgt. Man skulde bruge en  flink 
Karl til Pasningen af den_ store, smukke 
Have. Gartneren var gammel og aflegs. 

Ulrik medbragte_fra sin Skoletid i hvert Fald 
en Del Praksis i sin ny Bestilling. Den forrige 
Karl, en ung Svensker, var Igben vek med ad- 
skilligt af Hr. Pastorens Linned og havde i sit 
Hastverk glemt at aflevere et Dusin Sglvgafler 
med Fruens naadige Vaaben og Navnemerke, 
som var anbetroet ham til Pudsning. 


Ulnik viste sig flink i sin Gerning og af en provet 
Redelighed i de Udenomsbestillinger, som man 
lidt nglende overdrog ham. Fruen var stedse 
lidende; Husholdersken holdt det Hele i sin 
Haand. Denne Haand var stor, bled og lasket, 
som den gode Dame selv. Ulrik merkede snart, 
at han. stod hgjt anskrevet hos hende. Det 
kostede hende imidlertid stgrre Vanskelighed, 
end hun rimeligvis havde tenkt sig, at vinde 
ham helt, men omsider sejrede hendes vedhol- 
dende Venlighed. 

Han gik dér stedse og terstede efter Menneskers 
Godhed ; han havde allerede set saa meget Slet, 
at det ikke faldt ham ind at gaa i Rette med 
Arten af de Forpligtelser, han paadrog sig ved at 
vere Genstand for denne Godhed. Hans Hjerte 
var Voks, og der er for den Sags Skyld ikke det 
fjerneste til Hinder for, paa den Tid af hans 
Liv, at fortsette for hans eget Vedkommende : 
yhans unge Sjel var prévet Guld«. Han 
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Then the all-powerful housekeeper at the priest’s 
house found out about him. A smart fellow was 
wanted to look after the big, pretty garden. The 
gardener was old and decrepit. 

Ulrik in any case brought with him some 
practice from his school days into his new occupa- 
tion. His predecessor, a young Swede, had run 
away with certain portions of the pastor’s linen, 
and in his haste he had forgotten to hand over a 
dozen silver forks, stamped with the mistress’s 
lofty coat of arms and monogram, which had 
been entrusted to him to clean. 

Ulrik proved to be nimble in his duties, and 
of a proved honesty in commissions out of the 
house, which were given to him with some hesita- 
tion. The mistress was always ill; the house- 
keeper held everything in her hand. This hand 
was large, soft, and plump, like the good lady 
herself. Ulrik soon noticed that he was very 
much in her good books. It cost her, however, 
greater trouble than she might reasonably have 
thought to win him wholly, but in the end her 
persistent friendliness conquered. 

All the time he went about thirsting for people’s 
goodness ; he had already seen so much that was 
evil that it did not occur to him to question the 
nature of the obligations he incurred by being 
the object of this goodness. His heart was wax, 
and for the matter of that there is not the 
least reason why one should not continue, with 
regard to him at this period of his life: “ his 
young soul was tested gold.”’ He desired nothing 
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attraaede intet varmere og dybere end Nestens 
Keerlighed. 

Og Prestens Husholderske var meget kerlig. 

Hun opdagede snart hans hidtil saa godt som 
utilfredsstillede Trang til Lesning, og hun tog 
ham med en Dag op paa Loftet, hvor der i en 
Krog laa en stor Dynge Bgger og Papirer. Preesten 
havde holdt Udrydning fra sit Studereverelse, 
begrundet i en kritisk Ytring, der var faldet 
fra en Embedsbroder. 

Her laa stivt heftede lange, smalle Feuille- 
toner, udklippede af selv de stgrre Hovedstads- 
blade, der ikke undse sig for at kapre Abonnenter 
ved overdrevne, gyselige, eller endog skandalgse 
Sensations- og Forbryderromaner, som den Veler- 
verdige leste om Aftenen for at falde isévn, og 
Fruen om Formiddagen for at fordrive sin 
Hovedpine. 


Her var et helt Oversettelsesbibliothek af 
Nonsens og Vanvid, Gift og Smuds; desuden 
Bgger i fremmede Tungemaal, men med tydeligt 
talende Kobberstik; en hel Visesamling med 
endnu mindre tilslérede Tresnit; og mellem 
alt dette Skrabsammen, ligesom Perler paa en 
Megdding, adskillige store, evnerige, dristige og 
rebelske Forfatteres Verker, der ikke havde 
veret saa heldig at finde Naade for den strange 
Embedsbroders Wjne. 

Den gode, kerlige Husholderske skulde ikke 
have vist Ulrik op paa dette Loft, dels for sin 
egen, dels for hans Skyld. 
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warmer and deeper than the love of his neigh- 
bour. 

And the clergyman’s housekeeper was very loving. 

She soon discovered his longing to read, hitherto 
as good as unsatisfied, and one day she took him 
up to the attic, where a big heap of books and 
papers lay in a corner. The clergyman had made 
a clearance from his study, founded on a critical 
remark which had fallen from a brother in office. 


Here there lay long, narrow feuslletons, in stiff 
backs, cut out of even the more important metro- 
politan newspapers, which do not scruple to 
capture subscribers by melodramatic, blood- 
curdling, or positively scandalous novels of the 
sensational and criminal type, which the reverend 
gentleman would read in the evenings to induce 
sleep, and the good lady in the forenoons to 
dissipate her headache. 

Here was a whole library of translations of non- 
sense and folly, poison and filth ; books, besides, in 
foreign languages, but with engravings that spoke 
clearly ; a whole collection of songs with woodcuts 
that were still less veiled; and among all this 
scraped-up rubbish were to be found, like pearls 
on a muck-heap, the works of various great, super- 
bly gifted,audacious, and rebellious authors, which 
had not had the good fortune to find favour in 
the eyes of the austere brother in office. 

The good, loving housekeeper ought not to 
have shown Ulrik up to this attic, partly for her 
own sake, partly for his. 
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Jo hedere han blev ved Lesningen af Alt 
dette, jo kgligere blev han overfor Prestens 
Husholderske. Det var hans Fantasi, der stadig 
var hidsig paa Nering ; hvad brgd han sig nu om 
en Kvindsperson, der var saa virkelig, som hun 
var, og som var ham besverlig ved sin Fedme 
og ved sin Overhengen. 

Hun merkede, at han begyndte at glide fra 
hende, men det var for sent. Hun gik til Presten 
og klagede over at Havekarlen var bleven efter- 
laden ; han leste saa meget. 

Th hvad! udbrgd Pastoren smilende og strakte 
sig i Lenestolen, hvor han netop fik en fransk 
Roman tillivs af den i Hovedstadspressen for- 
fulgte Slags, som ikke kommer i Fraklipnings- 
feuilletonen. 

Hvad leser Deres »Ven«, om jeg t@r speérge? 
vedblev Pastoren, idet han kneb Gjnene sammen og 
lagde sit Kristjan-den-Ottendes-Hoved! paaskraa. 

Den gode Dame pillede lidt forlegen paa sin 
hvide Forkledesmek, hvorunder Barmen hvel- 
vede sig som en Globus. Hun maatte frem 
med, at hun selv havde hjulpet ham til Rette 
oppe i Udryddebunken. 

Den gode Prest lo. 

Naa, Velbekomme ham — og Dem, Jfr.2 Neerum! 


Hvorpaa han leste videre i »La faute de l’abbé 
Mouret«. Audiensen var forbi. 


1 Kristjan den Ottende (1839-1848) var en ualmindelig 
kon Mand. 

2 * Jomfru ’ = Hovedtjenerinde i en stor Husholdning 
(Se Side 14). Den almindelige Oversettelse af ‘ Miss “ er 
‘ Froken.’ 
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The more heated he became with the reading 
of all this matter, the more cool he became to 
the clergyman’s housekeeper. It was his imagina- 
tion which was always eager for nourishment; 
what did he care now for a woman who was as 
real as she was, and who was a nuisance to him 
with her corpulence and her assiduous attentions ? 

She noticed that he was beginning to slip away 
from her, but it was too late. She went to the 
clergyman and complained that the gardener’s 
boy had grown remiss ; he read such a lot. 

“Eh what 2?” the pastor cried out smiling, 
as he stretched himself in his armchair, where 
he was just devouring a French novel, of the kind 
which is decried by the press of the capital and 
does not find its way into the detachable feuilleton. 

‘‘ What does your ‘friend’ read, if I may ask ?” 
the pastor continued, blinking, and looking at her 
with his Christian-the-Fighth head? askew. 

The good lady rather nervously plucked at the 
bib of ‘her white apron, under which her breast was 
arched like a globe. She was forced to admit that 
she herself had helped him to make himself com- 
fortable up there in the heap of discarded literature. 

The good clergyman laughed. 

“Well, may it do him good—and you, too, 
Miss? Nerum!’’ Hereupon he continued his 
reading of ‘‘ La faute de l’abbé Mouret.” The 
audience was at an end. 

1 Christian VIIT (1839-1848) was a particularly hand- 


. some man. 


2“ Jomiru’ = head servant in a large establishment, 
the ordinary word for ‘ Miss’ being ‘ Fraken.’ 
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Og dog holdt den Velerverdige sin Havekarls 
Skebne i sin Haand. Endnu paa dette Punkt 
kunde Ulrik ved en venlig og fast Raadgiver, 
ved maaske blot at lese én god Bog, der svarede 
til hans Udvikling, vere bleven draget ind under 
deres Kreds, hvis Evner og Arbejde kommer. 
Samfundet tilgode. Ti hans Hjerte var af Voks. 


Ens Skebne plejer at bygge sig Rede et eller 
andet Sted, sommetider paa .en igjnefaldende 
Plads, sommetider i en Krog,! hvorfra den saa 
synger sin Varselsang for vort Liv. Ulriks 
Skebne havde bygget sin Rede paa Prestens Loft. 
Da ingen andre Toner lod sig hgre for ham, saa 
gik han iden Retning, hvor Lokkefuglen sang. 


Det brusede igennem hans Hjerne og sydede 
ham i Blodet under Indtagelsen af al denne 
uforenelige og ufordgjelige Fade. Det var endda 
ikke det Utugtige, der spillede storst Rolle. I 
saa Henseende er en Gymnasiast i Kgbstadskolen 
eller en ung Student verre faren end et halvvildt 
Naturbarn, der allerede har nogen Erfaring og 
tidlig er bleven vennet til at betragte Livets 
forskellige Funktioner paa nert Hold uden at 
fristes af, hvad der gemmes bag Slgret. De 
yppige Skildringer vakte hos ham kun Eftertanke 
om den Magt, som han nu maatte indr@mme 
sig selv at han besad overfor det andet Kgn. 


>»? 
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And yet the reverend gentleman held the fate 
of his young gardener in his hand. There was 
still time at this point for Ulrik, if he had found 
.a friendly and firm counsellor, or perhaps if he 
had merely been given ome good book to read, 
which was suited to the stage of development 
he ‘had reached, to have been drawn into the 
circle of those whose capacity and toil is of 
service to society. For his heart was of wax. 

One’s fate has a habit of building its nest in 
some place or other, sometimes where it cannot 
be missed, sometimes ina dark corner,! from which 
it proceeds to sing itssong of warning for our lives. 
Ulrik’s fate had built its nest in the clergyman’s 
attic. Since no other notes were to be heard, he 
went in the direction whence the decoy-bird 
sang. 

His brain hummed and his blood seethed while 
he was taking in all this incongruous and indigestible 
food. But it was not the lasciviousness of it 
that played the greatest part. In this respect a 
grammar-school boy in a trading city, or a young 
student, is worse situated than a half-savage 
child of nature, who is already in possession of 
- some experience, and who has early acquired the 
habit of looking at the various functions of life 
at close hand without being tempted by what is 
hidden behind the veil. The luxurious descrip- 
tions only awakened in him a reflection on the 
power which he now had to concede to himself 


1“ Krog ’ is here equivalent to ‘ Afkrog.’ 


37 


BYRON I VADMEL 


Dette var farligt nok. Men han var saa ung 
endnu; han tragtede stadig snarere efter at 
hengive sig, end efter at erobre. 


Verre var alt dette Hemmelighedsfulde ved 
de begavede og skgnt udrustede Forbrydere, 
den Magt, de naaede over Samfundet, det at de 
kunde kempe sig op fra Megrke og Foragt-til at 
triumfere over alle de Medmennesker, der ret 
beset igrunden var de Slette. Imidlertid, han 
var hverken havesyg eller blodtgrstig. For- 
brydelsen som Erhvervskilde flgd ham forbi 
uden at tilsteanke ham med sine ztsende Draaber. © 


Nej, det var et merkt og vildsomt, Foragtens 
og Overlegenhedens Blik paa alle Personer og. 
Forhold, som han indsugede sig gennem alt 
dette tilsammen. 7 

Hans Iagttagelsesevne blev skerpet i en ganske 
bestemt Retning, hans Kritik, som _ allerede 
havde sine Forudsztninger fra Hjemmet af, blev 
ubarmhjertig ngjeregnende; og naar han nu 
lod sit Blik glide hen over hele Egnen, hele Sognet, 
den nerliggende By, Kgbstaden, hvor han ofte 
havde Afrinder fra Prestergaarden, og naar han 
sammenholdt Alt, hvad han saa, med Alt, hvad 
han vidste, ja saa havde han en vid Tumleplads 
nok for sit Livssyn. 

Prestens mgrke Loftsrum havde indeholdt 
Gleder, som brendte i hans Sjel. Det var den 
Oplysning, som han fik at gaa med ud i Livet. 

Paa denne Tid dgde hans Moder oppe paa 
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that he possessed over the other sex. This was 
sufficiently dangerous. But he was so.young still ; 
he constantly longed rather to surrender himself 
than to conquer. 

Worse was all this mystery attached to the 
persons of gifted and handsome criminals, the 
power they acquired over society, the assumption 
that they could fight their way up from darkness 
and contempt till they triumphed over all their 
fellow-men—here, properly viewed, was the real 
wickedness. In the meanwhile he was neither 
avaricious nor bloodthirsty. Crime as a source 
of income flowed past him without splashing him 
with its corroding drops. 

No, it was a gloomy and violent outlook, one 
of contempt and conceit, on all sorts and conditions 
of men which he absorbed from all this jumble. 


His power cf observation was sharpened in a 
definite direction ; his criticism, which had already 
had material to work on from his home, grew 
mercilessly precise ; and he allowed his eyes to 
glide over the whole district, the whole parish, 
the adjacent town, the trading city to which he 
was often sent with errands from the parsonage ; 
and when he confronted all that he saw with all 
that he knew, why then he had an extensive area 
over which to project his view of life. 

The priest’s dark attic had contained live coals, 
which were burning in his soul. This was the 
enlightenment he received to go out into life with. 

At this period his $a died in the parish 
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Sognets Sygehus, eller rettere, hun var saa godt 
som dgd forinden man bragte hende derop. 
Dedsaarsagen var et hjemmestrikket, bredt, blaat 
Strgmpebaand, af den Slags, som Bondefruen- 
timmer snere en haly Snes Gange under et 
fyldigt Knee. Her var Baandet for en Fejls Skyld 
lagt om Halsen. 

Rygtevis hed det sig, at Doktoren vel havde 
erkleret sig bestemt for Selvmord — i Modstrid 
med en anden Antagelse — men tillige ytret, 
at det var en heldig Indskydelse med dette 
Strgmpebaand, da Patienten ellers upaatvivlelig 
var déd af en ubehagelig Sygdom. 


Der blev snakket en Del herom i Sognet. 
Hvorledes Konen havde levet, det blev nu paany 
fremdraget ved hendes uhyggelige Dod. Ingen 
talte om, at det nesten var et »russisk« Gifter- 
maal dette, der var kommet i Stand for en Snes 
Aar siden. Ejeren af Gaarden, paa hvis Mark 
Huset laa, var forlengst inde i Amtsraadet og 
havde i to forskellige Sessioner siddet i Tinget,? 
vesenligst stettet af Herredsfogden. 


Nu faldt hele Vegten af Uhyggeligheden til- 
bage paa den Eneste, der burde vere forskaanet, 
paa Sgnnen, som Ingen kunde sige noget paa, 
men som ikkedestomindre nu var Sgn af en 
Bortlgben og en Hengt ! 


1 Rigsdagen bestaar af Folketing og Landsting. I 
Folketinget har Bonderne en overvejende Indflydelse. 
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hospital, or rather she was as good as dead before 
she was conveyed thither. The cause of death 
was a broad, blue garter, knitted at home, of the 
kind that farmers’ wives wind halfa score of times 
round their ample knees. In this case the garter 
had by inadvertence been laid round her neck. 


It was rumoured that the doctor had definitely 
declared his opinion that it was a case of suicide 
—in conflict with another supposition—but that 
at the same time he had stated that this garter was 
a happy inspiration, as the patient would other- 
wise undoubtedly have died of a disagreeable 
complaint. 

There was a great deal of talk about the event in 
the parish. How the woman had lived, it all 
came out again over her wretched death. Nobody 
mentioned that this marriage that had taken place 
a score of years ago, was more or less in the 
‘Russian’ manner. The owner of the farm, on 
whose fields the house lay, had for a long time 
been a member of the County Council, and for 
two separate sessions had sat in Parliament,* 
most energetically supported by the district judge. 

Now the whole weight of the unpleasant affair 
recoiled on to the only one who should have been 
spared, the son, whom none could say anything 
against, but who notwithstanding was now the 
son of a runaway and a woman who had died by 
hanging! 

1 The ‘ Rigsdag’ (legislative assembly) consists of 


‘Folketing’ (House of Commons) and ‘ Landsting.’ The 
farmers have a preponderating influencein the Folketing. 
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Ulriks Stilling i Prestegaarden var umulig. 
Selv Hushoidersken gav med et Suk efter for 
Trykket rundtomkring fra. 

Vi kan dog, ved Gud, ikke have det Menneske 
i vort Brgd...! havde Fruen ytret medens hun 
laa paa Chaiselongen og afvekslende leste Feuille- 
tonen og Lederen i Godsejernes Organ. 


Saa blev Havekarlen sagt op. 

Han svarede intet. Han modtog sin Lgn, tog 
sin blaa, tetsluttende Vadmelsfrakke paa, som 
fremhevede hans ranke, velbyggede Figur, fglte 
til det krusede Kindskeg, som begyndte at lade 
sig se oppe ved Mrelappen, og gik forbi Hus- 
holderskens Vindu med en Gestus, som han 
allerede nu havde lagt sig til, en kek, udfor- 
drende. 

Husholdersken bgjede Hovedet og lod en tung 
Taare falde ned i den Hummersalat, som hun 
tilberedte til Frokostbordet. 

_Han spaserede op til Byen, der laa oppe paa 

Hgjderyggen i Landskabet. Han vilde sage sig 
en Plads, eller more sig, han vidste ikke rigtig 
selv hvad. 

Paa det Vertshus, hvor han sggte, havde for 
nogle Dage siden en Hundedressgr, Linedanser, 
og sterk Mand indlogeret sig for at give »Geste- 
forestillinger« i Byen, nemlig de samme, som han 
alt havde haft den AEre at give for de k. k. Hoffer 
i Wien, Petersborg, Afghanistan og Baden-Baden. 


Ved Manden var der i sig selv intet merkeligt 
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Ulrik’s situation at the parsonage was impos- 
sible. Even the housekeeper yielded with a sigh 
to the pressure exercised from all sides. 

“We really cannot have this creature in our 
pay...i!” the mistress had exclaimed, as 
she lay on the sofa and turn by turn read the 
fesulleton and the leader in the estate-owner’s 
journal. 

So the gardener’s boy was given his notice. 

He did not answer. He took his pay, put. 
on his blue, close-fitting homespun coat, which 
showed his erect, well-built figure to advantage, 
passed his hand over his curly beard, which was 
beginning to show up by the lobes of his ears, 
and walked past the housekeeper’s window with 
the bearing he had now made his own, bold, 
challenging. | | 

The housekeeper bowed her head, and let a 
heavy tear fall down into the lobster salad which 
she was preparing for the breakfast table. 

He made his way up to the town which lay on 
the ridge of hills in the landscape. He wanted 
to look for a situation or amuse himself, he hardly 
knew himself which. 

In the inn where he put up a dog-trainer, rope- 
dancer, and strong man had some days before 
taken lodgings, in order to give ‘star’ perfor- 
mances in the town, the same as he had had the 
honour to present at the imperial and royal courts 
in Vienna, St Petersburg, Afghanistan, and Baden- 
Baden. 

In the man himself there was nothing that 
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fremfor adskillige af hans Kolleger, men han 
havde en Datter, hvis Skgnhed gjorde et dybt 
og alvorligt Indtryk paa Ulrik. Han havde 
hidtil, naar undtages hans aldeles svzrmeriske 
Interesse for den lille Marie og hendes Billed i 
den lille Ane, veret den, som var bleven efter- 
strebt og havde givet sig. Her betoges han 
Selv aldeles, pludselig, overveldende. 

I denne lille, buttede men elegante Figur med 
de kridtede Arme, de skinnende hvide Tender, 
@jnene, der vare blanke som Staal med den 
samme kolde Glans, som en dragen Kniv, de 
ganske smaa Fgdder og den ungdommeligt runde, 
drejede Leg, 1 denne »den slappe Staaltraadlines 
frit udsvevende, attenaarige Sylfide« fglte han 
med Et at Skebnefuglen atter havde opslaaet 
sin Rede og sang ud til ham gennem to smaa, 
lidt blodldse men yndigt buede Leber i et ikke © 
ganske korrekt, men derfor lige tillokkende Sprog. 


Han var under Lesningen bleven opmerksom 
paa sin Magt. Han forsggte at udbytte den 
her. Total Afvisning. Saa gik han til den sterke 
Mand og spurgte ham, om han ikke behgvede 
en flink Oppasser til Puddelhundene, de to hale- 
Igse Aber og Garderoben, hvortil hgrte en Lire- 
kasse. 

Den sterke Mand tgrte Draaberne fra det 
trettende Glas @1 af sit Fipskeg og strakte sin 
Lammefjerding af en Haand ud, hvori Ulrik 
deponerede tre Femdalerseddeler som »Kavsjon"¢ 
Sagen var i Orden. 
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distinguished him from various other of his 
colleagues, but he had a daughter, whose beauty 
made a deep and serious impression on Ulrik. 
He had hitherto, if his altogether dreamy 
interest in little Mary and her image in little Anna 
is excepted, been the one who was sought after 
and who yielded. Here he was himself held in 
thrall, completely, suddenly, over-poweringly. 

In this little squat, but elegant figure with the 
arms whitened with chalk, the shining white 
teeth, the eyes that were as bright as steel and 
with the same cold glitter as a drawn knife, the 
_ tiny feet, and the youthfully round, shapely calves, 
in this ‘ eighteen-year-old sylph hovering out 
free along the slack wire rope”’ he felt all at once 
that the bird of fate had again made its nest and 
that it was singing to him through two small, 
rather bloodless, but gracefully arched lips in 
a language not quite correct, but quite as alluring 
as if it were. 

During his spells of reading he had become con- 
scious of his power. He tried to turn it to account 
here. Total rejection. Then he went to the strong 
man and asked him whether he did not need a 
smart man to look after the poodle dogs, the two 
tailless apes and the wardrobe, Sava included a 
barrel organ. 

The strong man dried the Ae on his Sealed 
beard from his thirteenth glass of beer and stretched 
out his hand that was like a leg of lamb, and into 
this Ulrik deposited three five dollar notes by 
way of ‘security.’ The affair was in order. 
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Fgr Afrejsen fra Byen foretog den ny Oppasser 
sig et bestemt Skridt udadtil. Keerlighed kan 
avle Satire, ligesom Had kan frembringe Idyller ; 
det er Stedet, Tilskyndelsen, hvorpaa det 
kommer an. 

Ulrik havde en Regning at opggre med Sognet, 
og han skrev, Aftenen forinden sin Bortrejse 
med den lille Trup, ovenpaa den klogeste Puddels 
Bur fglgende Poem, der under stor Jubel blev 
foredraget 1 Skenkestuen blandt Landslagtere, 
svirende Parcellister og Smaahaandverkere, og 
som Dagene efter i mange Afskrifter spredtes 
vide omkring. 


Et noget sammentrengt Uddrag heraf maa 
vere tilstrekkeligt. 


Jeg tror nok, de drikker i det hele F—ske Sogn, 
undtagen de Bester, som settes for en Vogn, 


om Presten ikke drikker, saa eder han dog vist 
og kalder sig alligevel en rigtig god Christ, 


og Sognefogden ved man, han er det stgrste Nul, 
han taler kun i edru Stand men er bestandig fuld, 
naar Pigerne ej drikker, saa ved jeg hvad de gor, 
en Karl jeg aldrig kendte, hvis Hals var stadig tor, 
det lerer nu de Born fra deres Moders Bryster, 


og hvorfor mon den gatsle Mand paa Haanden stadig 
ryster ? 

I Byen drikker Herredsfogden saa det kan forslaa, 

og Doktor og Apotheker gor de ej ligesaa ? 

men Damerne de danser og majer sig ud, 

og Koner er der nok af men ingen Jomfru-Brud, 
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Before they left the town the new attendant 
made a plunge. Love can breed satire, just as 
hate can produce idylls; it is the impulse, the 
impetus it depends on. 


Ulrik had a bone to pick with the parish, and 
the evening before he went away with the little 
company he wrote, on the top of the cleverest 
performing dog’s cage, the following poem, which 
was recited with mighty jubilation in the tap-room 
among the country butchers, allotment holders 
on the spree, and the small fry of the artisans, 
and which for days after was disseminated in 
many copies far around. 

A somewhat condensed extract of this ‘pink 
suffice. 


In F..., in the whole parish, they drink from glass and 
flagon, 

They all drink save the beasts that are set before a 
waggon ; 

If the priest does not drink, he takes good care to eat, 

Yet calls himself a Christian, and thinks it right and 
meet ; 

The judge of this our parish we could afford to lose ; 

He only talks when sober, but he’s always full of booze ; 

The girls don’t drink—it may be, elsewhere their wishes lie; 

I never knew a farm-hand that kept his throttle dry ; 

Babes learn it from their mothers with the first drink 
they take ;. 

And tell me why an old man has hands that always 
shake ? 

The governor in the town, too, drains bottles, any size, 

And the doctor and the druggist, do they not do likewise? — 

The ladies dance in their finery, o’er all the countryside, 

And wives there are in plenty, but never a maiden bride ; 
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saa snakker de saa Ondt om hinanden paa deres Bag, 


de sejler alle under det falskeste Flag, 
i Kirke gaar de stadig hver Sendag paa Slet, 
men ger den hele Uge igennem intet Ret, 


ja Gilder at gore er Byen nok istand, 


men skylder gor de Allesammen Gud og Hvermand, 
det skal mig ikke undre, om Fanden vil dem ta’e, 


Vorherre, er jeg vis paa, han vil dem ikke ha’e. — 


Var nu end disse Slag gennemsnitlig saa 
sterke, at de oftest traf ved Siden af, saa lagde 
man selv hist og her lidt til eller trak lidt fra, 
og nu og da kunde man give Udfaldet en bestemt 
Adresse, hvorved Digtets Popularitet voksede 
i utrolig kort Tid. 


Intet er Menneskene som Regel saa vrede 
paa, som Satire, og intet formaar som Satiren 
at bane sig Vej gennem alle Samfundslag. Paa 
Landet er man desuden ngjsom. 

Forfatteren domfeldtes enstemmig, men Af- 
skrifternes Antal ggedes, og en saadan fandt 
ogsaa Vejen til Prastegaarden. 

Se se! sagde Pastoren og lo over Ubehjzlp- 
somhederne og morede sig over Indignationen. 
Den Gartneraspirant var nok ikke saa ilde endda. 
Ret betenkt burde man vel have taget sig af 
hans videre Uddannelse! Hvad mener Du, Na- 
thalia, en Naturpoet udgaaet fra Preestegaarden? 
Det klinger dog mindst lige saa godt, som den 
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And then they sit backbiting, their wicked tongues do 
wag ; 

Oh, every one of the ladies sails under the falsest flag ; 

They are never late on Sunday to hear the parson speak, 

And they don’t do a thing that they ought to all the 
blesséd week ; 


Oh, yes! for banquets and feasting the town is one of the 
best, 3 

But the whole crew are debtors to God and all the rest ; 

And it wouldn’t the least bit surprise me if the devil took 
the lot, 


Our Lord, I am perfectly certain, will send them where 
it’s hot.— 

Now if these blows were on an average so 
violent, that as often as not they missed the 
mark, a word or two was added or taken away 
here and there, and now and then it was possible 
to give the sally a definite location, owing to which 
the popularity of the poem grew in an incredibly 
short time. | 

People as a rule are angry at nothing so much as 
at satire, and nothing is able like satire to blaze 
itself a way through all the strata of society. In 
the country, moreover, people are not exacting. 

The author was unanimously condemned, but 
the number of copies increased, and one, too, 
found its way to the parsonage. | : 

“See, see!’’ said the pastor, and laughed at 
the awkwardness of the verse, and was amused at 
the indignation. “‘ Our young hopeful of a 
gardener was not so bad, after all. Come to think 
of it, one ought to have taken an interest in 
furthering his education! What do you say, 
Nathalia, one of nature’s own poets making a start 
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Haandverkssvend, de for nogle Aar tilbage fik 
pousseret frem ...! 


Men Gerhard! lespede Fruen paa _ Chaise- 
longen. Hvor kan Du, en Verdensmand — en 
Prest....! og tank saa denne skrekkelige 
canaille, som man maatte vedkende sig at 
han var kommen af. Jeg gyser ! 

Imidlertid drog Satirens Forfatter paa Geste- 
forestillinger omkring fra By til By. Han led 
gennemgaaende Ngd og blev i det utroligste 
hundset af Dressgren, den sterke Mand, indtil 
han ved en Lejlighed opdagede, at han selv 
med sin sunde og herdede Krop, hvori han kun 
til Maade heldte Spiritus, magelig kunde tage 
det op med den laskede Kempe. 

Verre var det med Sylfiden. Hans Kerlighed 
til hende kujonerede hamaldeles. Han tgmtedenne 
Passionens Kalk helt til Bunden. Hun var 
saa gennemfordervet, som en paa slap Staal- 
traadsline frit udsvzevende Sylfide kan blive det. 

Ikke saaledes, at hendes Lidenskaber gde- 
lagde hende. Tvzrtimod, hun syntes ingen at 
besidde. Forholdet mellem hende og »Faderen« 
var betenkeligt nok, og Ulrik led maanedlange 
Kvaler derunder, indtil han som sagt overvandt 
Kempen i en ganske almindelig Nevekamp. 


Saa tilstod hun den Sejrende sine Gunstbevis- 
ninger, men samtidig lod hun ham holde Lyset 
ved alle mulige Lejligheder, hvor hun mere og 
mindre frit spggede med de Kavalerer, nermest 
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in the parsonage? Anyhow his stuff sounds at 
least as good as the artisan’s they launched a 
few years back...!” 

“ Really, Gerhard!” lisped the lady on the 
sofa. ‘‘ How can you, a man of the world—a 
clergyman....! And just imagine this awful 
canaille one would have to admit he came from. 
It makes me shudder! ”’ 

In the meantime the author of the satire was 
roving about from town to town, starring. He 
was in a poor way the whole time, and was out- 
-rageously put on by the tamer, the strong man, 
until on one occasion he discovered that with his 
healthy and hardened body, into which he tilted 
spirits only with moderation, he could easily take 
it up with the fat champion. 

It was worse with the sylph. His love for her 
tyrannised over him completely. He drained the 
dregs of this passion to the lees. She was as 
thoroughly depraved as a sylph hovering out free 
on a slack wire rope can well be. 

Not that her passions ruined her health. On 
the contrary, she seemed to have none. The 
relationship between her and her ‘father’ was 
serious enough, and Ulrik-suffered tortures that 
lasted for months owing to it, until, as already 
mentioned, he overcame the champion in a per- 
fectly ordinary game of fisticuffs. 

-After that, she granted the victor her favours, 
but at the same time she made him hold the light 
on all possible occasions, when she was joking 
more or less freely with the cavaliers, mostly from 
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i Opvarter-, Vognmands-, Slagter- og Officer- 
verdenen, der rundt omkring gjorde hende deres 
Kur. Ulrik stod paa sin Ret som erkleret Ven 
og Tilbeder, men hun saa paa ham med sine 
@jne, saa kolde som blankt Staal, skgd Spidsen 
af sine smalle, buede Leber frem, og sagde: 

Naadda ! 

Saa faldt hun ned ad den »slappe«, og stgdte 
Hoften farligt. Dressgren havde gjort daarlige 
Forretninger og lod hende blive liggende i et 
Aflukke af et Vognmandsskur. Ulrik blev tilbage 
hos hende og plejede hende. Han sang om 
Aftenerne lystige Viser i de smaa Skenkestuer 
for at tjene til hendes og sit eget Ophold. 

Hendes Tilstand forverredes, der gik Inflam- 
mation i Leddet med Bylder over Lenderne ; 
hun laa i Saar og vaandede sig i Pine, hun led 
forferdeligt og har rimeligvis afbetalt al sin 
Skyld i Livet herunder. Lige til det sidste var 
hun vrippen og urimelig som et Barn imod ham. 
Naar hun kunde trekke Vejret for Smerter, 
skendtes hun med ham om Aarsagen til Faldet. 
Hun paastod, at han ikke havde smurt hendes 
Saaler med Kridt, men med Pibeler. | 

Da hun merkede Dgdens Komme, veg for et 
@jeblik den haarde Glans i Ojet; hun trykkede 
hans Haand med sin egen magre, afpillede, og 
hviskede: Du har alligevel vaaren den eneste, 
som har vet go’ imod mig. Vil Du kysse mig 
endnu engang ? Og saa dgde hun. 

Han bekostede hendes Begravelse ved at 
optrede som Behendighedskuntsner, Visesanger 
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the world of waiters, coachmen, butchers, and 
officers from near and far, who paid court to her. 
Ulrik insisted on his rights as declared friend and 
admirer, but she looked at him with her eyes, as 
cold as polished steel, pouted her narrow, arched 
lips, and said : 

“ Come now ! ”’ 

One day she fell off the slack rope, and danger- 
ously injured her hip. The tamer had been 
having a bad turn of business, and left her lying 
in a room partitioned off from a coach-house. 
Ulrik stayed behind with her, and nursed her. 
In the evenings he sang comic songs in the little bar- 
parlours, to earn enough to keep her and himself. 

Her condition grew worse, inflammation in the 
joint ensued with abscesses over her loins; she 
lay sore, and writhed in pain; she suffered horribly, 
and may be reasonably supposed to have paid off 
her debt in life by these sufferings. To the very last 
she was peevish and as unreasonable as a child with 
him. When she was able to breathe for pain, she 
would quarrel with him about the cause of her 
fall. She maintained that he had not chalked 
the soles of her boots, but pipe-clayed them. 

When she was aware that death was coming 
the hard glitter left her eyes for a moment; she 
pressed his hand with her own thin, wasted one, 
and whispered: ‘‘ Ail the same, you have been 
the only one who was good to me. Will you kiss 
me once again? ”’ And thus she died. 

He paid for the cost of her funeral by appearing 
as a conjurer, comic singer, and ventriloquist at 
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0g Bugtaler paa Markedet, som netop holdtes 
i de Dage dér i Ravnekrogen. 

Saa kom han med en Skipper til Hovedstaden, 
hvor han blev taget til Soldat. 

Snart gik han paa Kasernen under Navnet 
»Degteren«. Men da hans Viser paa den ene 
Side laa for hgjt for Hovedstadsvittigheden og 
da han paa den anden Side ikke vilde gaa til- 
strekkelig lavt ned i Gemenheden for at treffe 
Kammeraternes og Korporalens Smag, saa haa- 
nede man ham for Fremtiden. Han blev da mut 
og indesluttet, som fgr, hvilket som bekendt er 
en utilgivelig Forseelse i Kompagniet. 


Underkorporalen sagde en Dag tenderskerende 
til ham : 

Jeg skal huske Dig, din storsnudede Kom- 
mediantspiller ! 
_ Der blev et Klammeri paa en Knejpe, hvori 
Ulrik tog de Svageres Parti og brusede frem i 
hele sin tilbageholdte Heftigheds Styrke. Rid- 
deren fik mgrk Arrest og den sorte Kokarde, 
og da Tjenestetiden var omme, sendtes han 
hjem til Sognet med Tvangspas. 


Der var i disse Aar hendt saa meget for 
ham, at han havde glemt Satiren. I Sognet, 
hvor intet hender, glemmes intet. Vrede Blikke, 
Mistillid, Afvisning overalt. Han blev da, ved 
nogle gamle Hovedstadsforbindelser, Kolportor 
af gyselige Romaner, Spaabgger, Hjerternes 
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the fair, which was just being held in those days 
in the out-of-the-way little town. 

Then he went with the captain of a ship to the 
metropolis, where he was taken as a soldier. 
_ It was not long before he went in the barracks 

by the name of ‘ the poet.’ But since his poems, 
on the one hand, soared above what goes for wit 
in the metropolis, and since, on the other hand, 
he could not descend sufficiently low in vulgarity 
to hit the taste of his mates and the ‘corporal, 
they poured scorn on him thereafter. The result 
was that he became taciturn and reserved, as he 
had been in his boyhood; and this, as is well. 
known, is an unpardonable offence in the company. 

One day the lance-corporal said to him, grinding 
his teeth: 

“ll remember you, you ranting actor!” 


There was a brawl in a drinking-booth ; Ulrik 
sided with the weaker, and burst raging into the 
fray with all the strength of his restrained violence. 
For this display of chivalry he was put into the 
(dark) lock-up and given the black cockade, and 
when his period of service had expired he was 
sent home to the parish with a compulsory pass- 
port. | 

In these years so much had happened to him 
that he had forgotten the satire. In a parish, 
where nothing happens, nothing is forgotten. 
Angry looks, distrust, rejection everywhere. With 
the help of several old connections in the 
metropolis he now became a hawker of sensational 
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Trest, unevnelige og unavngivne Viser. Den- 
gang florerede den yppigste Gren af hin Literatur, 
som senere er sggt modarbejdet, uafgjort med 
hvor megen Indflydelse ned igennem Dybderne. 


Han var endnu stadig velset af Kvinderne 
rundtomkring, hvortil ikke lidet bidrog en efter- 
haanden udviklet Tilbgjelighed hos ham til at 
»tage sig ud« ved halvt tilslérede Meddelelser 
om sit mellemliggende Liv. Gjorde han det 
_ ikke verre, saa gjorde han det heller ikke bedre. 


Med Mandfolkene levede han gennemgaaende 
paa halv eller hel Krigsfod, og nu og da stod 
der en Bataille. 

Men i ét Slag forandredes det Hele. 

Hvergang han fik en ny Sending Romaner 
og Viser til sin Taske, kastede han sig selv forst 
over dem og slugte dem bogstavelig. Man kunde 
i nogenlunde godt Vejr se ham siddende ved 
Landevejsgreften fordybet i et Bind med kanari- 
guilt eller skinnende rgdt Omslag. Om han da 
ikke gjorde nogle Forretninger den Dag, hvad 
sagde det saa? Forretningen gik endda ! 


Saaledes havde han en sen Hgstdag, hvor 
allerede store Hes garnerede Bondernes Gaarde, 
siddet i Nerheden af den bekendte Avlsgaard 
fra hans fgrste Ungdom. Manden derinde var 
lige haard endnu, og mange var de Folk, som 
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novels, books of prophecy, hearts’ comfort, 
unnameable and unnamed songs. In those days 
the most luxuriant bough of that literature was 
flourishing, which since then has been ingeniously 
counteracted, it is not known with how much 
success in the lower deeps. 

He was still as ever a favourite with the women 
folk round about, and in this he was not a little. 
helped by a tendency which had gradually been 
developed in him to “ come out ” with half veiled 
references to that part of his life which lay between 
now and then: If he did not paint these episodes 
worse than they were, neither did he make them 
better. 

With the men folk he lived throughout on a 
war footing, half or complete, and now and then 
there was a battle. 

But quite suddenly all was changed. 

Every time he got a new consignment of novels 
and songs for his wallet, he pounced on them 
first of all himself, and literally devoured them. 
He might be seen, in weather that was anyway 
decent, sitting by the ditch along the highroad, 
absorbed in a volume with a canary-yellow or 
shining red cover. Even if he did no business on 
that day, what did it matter? Time enough for 
business ! 

Thus, one day in late autumn, when great ricks 
already garnished the farmyards, he had been 
sitting close to the farm we know from his first 
childhood. The master there was still as hard as 
ever, and many were the people who left his 
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forlod hans Bréd med garvet Skind. Sidst havde 
han jaget to Svenskere paa Porten. 

Ulrik havde siddet og lest indtil Morket faldt 
paa. Han blev ved at ligge og dgse, idet 
store, halvforrykte Tanker, Aiventyr, ufuldbaarne 
Beslutninger eller gamle bitre Minder boltrede 
sig efter Sedvane i hans Hjerne. | 

Han troede at se et Par Mend luske omkring 
ved de hgje Stakke tet bagved Ladebygningen, 
men han var for optaget af sine Drg@mmerier, 
og tilsidst faldt han virkelig is@vn og drgmte 
om den lille Marie, om sin hengte Moder, om 
Baderen, som var bleven General i Tyrkiet, 
om Sylfiden med den brudte Hofte, om sig selv, 
som havde lert at flyve og som ejede mange 
Kister Guld 1 et underjordisk Feengsel, hvor 
der vrimlede af bloddryppende Tyve i tressede 
Kjoler og hvur der lugtede af.... 

Han vaagnede halvt og syntes virkelig at spore 
en sterk Lugt: men han faldt atter tilbage til 
sine Drgmme, ti han vidste, at der var en Prin 
sesse, som skulde befries, en fransk Finansmand. 
som skulde bestjzles, en russisk Fyrste, som han 
skulde arve, og en foregiven svensk Baron, som 
han skulde drebe i en Duel inde i en pragtfuld 
Sal, hvor der brendte den bekendte knitrende 
Romanild i Kaminen. 

Han sprang op. Han saa Ild lige for sig. 
Han gned sine @jne; ja virkelig: de nermeste 
Stakke og Ladebygningens Tag stod i Flammer, 
og Vinden, som havde rejst sig, drev allerede 
Luer, Reg og Gnister bort fra. ham lige over 
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employ with a tanned hide. Only recently he 
had kicked two Swedes out. | 

Ulrik had sat there and read till the dusk came 
on. He remained lying and dozing, with great, 
half crazy ideas, fanciful tales, immature resolves 
or old and bitter memories revolving as usual in 
his brain. 

He fancied he saw a couple of men slinking 
round the tall stacks close behind the barn, but 
he was too much taken up with his dreams, and. 
at last he really fell asleep and dreamed about 
little Mary, about his mother who was hanged, 
about his father, who had become a general in 
Turkey, about the sylph with the broken hip, 
about himself, who had learned to fly and owned 
many chests of gold in a subterranean prison, 
which was swarming with thieves dripping blood. 
in braided coats, and where there wasasmell of... 

He half awoke, and seemed really to notice a 
strong smell; but he fell back again into his 
dreams, for he knew that there was a princess 
who was to be freed, a French financier who was 
to be robbed, a Russian prince whose heir he was, 
and an alleged Swedish baron, whom he was to 
kill in a duel in a magnificent hall, where the 
familiar fire of novels was crackling in the fireplace. 


He sprang to his feet. He saw fire right in 
front of him. He rubbed his eyes; yes, indeed: 
the nearest stacks and the roof of the barn were 
in flames, and the wind, which had freshened, 
was already driving flames, smoke, and sparks 
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mod Staldene paa den modsatte Side af Gaar- 
den. 

Han hgrte Raab og Lass han fér uden 
omkring Laden og kom ind i Gaarden, hvor 
Alt var Rog, Raaben paa Vand, Eder og ikke 
Spor af Kommando. 


Da gik der en stur og sterk Tanke igennem 
ham, hvori han vistnok fglte sig selv som en 
Helt, der skulde vise sig, men hvori ogsaa en 
Mands Beslutning om at vere nyttig og virksom 
drev ham frem, tvers igennem den raadvilde 
Mengde, ind i den antendte Hestestald, tum- 
lende mellem de sparkende Dyr, drivende dem 
ud, ind i Kostalden, ud og ind gennem Rgg og 
Damp og Hede, indtil han, skoldet i Ansigtet, 
med forbrendte Kleder og smertende Heender 
maatte sette sig paa Vaaningshusets lave Sten- 
trappe, hvor hans Moder var gaaet ud og ind 
og han selv havde faaet Prygl som Dreng. 

Besetningen var reddet paa en gammel 
Griseso ner, som havde taget den heroiske 
Beslutning, ikke ulig en vis Sagahelt, at ville 
- indebreendes med sine Bern. 


Manden for det Hele var fraverende paa en 
Agitationsrejse dels for NRegeringens politiske 
Program, dels four en lokal Sparebank oppe i 
Kgbstaden. Man har Lov til at formode, men 
‘man kan ikke med Bestemthed paastaa, at 
det vilde vere gaaet lige saa- godt, om han 
selvy havde veret aktiv Brandofficiant paa 
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away from him right over against the stables at 
the opposite side of the farm. 

He heard cries and noise; he went round the 
outside of the barn and got inside the farmyard, 
where there was nothing but smoke, shouting for 
water, oaths, and not a trace of anybody in 
command. 

A great and strong idea now went through him, 
in which, sure enough, he felt like the hero who 
was destined to appear, but in which, too, a man’s 
resolve to be useful-and active drove him forward, 
across the crowd, who did not know what to do, 
into the burning stable, where he rushed among 
the kicking animals, drove them out, into the 
cow-house, out and in through smoke and 
vapour and heat until, with his face scalded, 
with burnt clothes and smarting hands, he had 
to sit down on the low stone steps of the dwelling- 
house, where his mother had gone in and out, 
and he himself had been thrashed as a boy. 

The live stock had been rescued with the excep- 
tion of an old sow, that had made the heroic 
resolve, not unlike the hero of a certain saga, 
to be burnt up in her habitation with her 
children. 

The master of it all was travelling about, 
agitating partly on behalf of the government’s 
political programme, partly on behalf of a local 
savings bank up in the trading town. One may 
be permitted to suppose, but one cannot definitely 
maintain, that things would have gone just as 
well, if he himself had been the active fire brigade 
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Stedet. Branddirektor var han i al Fald i 
Forvejen. 

Da Ulrik vaagnede den neste Morgen i det 
Verelse, der var bleven overladt ham, fandt 
han udenfor sin Seng et nyr Set Kleder, han 
fandt sine vablede Hender indsmurte med 
Grensebe, og sig selv som Sognets erklerede 
Love. Netop at det var ham, som havde gjort 
dette, ggede hans Glans. 

Der var kun det uheldige herved, at det kom 
for sent for hans Vedkommende. Ulrik var i 
den Alder, midt imellem Tyve og Tredive, hvor 
man ngdig begynder, og hvor det maaske er 
umuligt at begynde helt forfra paa sin Opdra- 
gelse og Udvikling. Desuden rakte man heller 
ikke Haanden hertil. Hvem vilde have haft 
Ulejligheden? hvem vilde paatage sig Ansvaret ? 
for ikke at tale om Udleg af Tid og Penge ? 


Man begyndte dér, hvor man ellers plejer 
at slippe overfor Bergmthederne i Landet, man 
begyndte med at forkele ham. Kvinderne i 
forste Rekke, men ogsaa Mendene; ti til hans 
forste »store« Bedrift kom yderligere det Held, 
at han, da han i Spgg havde taget en halv Seddel 
sammen med et Par Gaardmandssgnner, gik 
hen og vandt i Lotteriet: femhundrede Rigs- 
daler for sin Part. 

Nu var han i Fart, og nu gik det. 

Han havde Venner, hvorhen han saa: om 
Veninderne er her slet ikke Tale. Man lo ad hans 
Besynderligheder, hans Overdrivelser, hans thea- 
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officer on the spot. He was in any case fire- 
warden beforehand. 

~ When Ulrik awoke the next morning in the room 
that had been allotted to him, he found a new 
suit of clothes beside his bed, he found his blistered 
hands smeared with soft soap, and he awoke to 
find hinself the acknowledged lion of the parish. 
Just that it was he, who had done this, augmented 
his glory. 

The only unfortunate thing about it was that 
it came too late as far as he was concerned. Ulrik 
was at an age, midway between twenty and thirty, 
when people find it difficult to begin, and when 
it is perhaps impossible to make a fresh start with 
one’s training and development. Moreover, no 
hand was reached out to him to help him in this, 
Who would have cared to take the trouble? 
Who would undertake the responsibility ? Not to 
speak of the outlay in time and money ? 

They began at a point where, as a rule, people 
escape from their obligations with regard to the 
notabilities of a country: they began with 
pampering him. The women in the first place, 
but the men too; for his first “‘ great *’ deed was 
followed by the further piece of good fortune that 
having in jest taken half a ticket together with a 
couple of farmers’ sons, he went and won in the 
lottery : five hundred dollars for his part. 

Now he had got a start, and now he went the pace. 

He had friends, whichever way he looked; of 
lady friends there is no question at all. They 
laughed at his oddities, his exaggerations, his 
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tralske Veesen, hans Bramarbassader, ja man lo 
endogsaa ad ham, naar han undertiden — og i 
fuldt Alvor — fik sine indesluttede og melan- 
kolske Anfald. Des vildere, vidste man, var 
Lystigheden ovenpaa. 

Han skrev stadig Viser, og den Fart, der var 
i ham, pregede sig i hans Aandsfostre. Her 
er et af dem fra den Periode. Naar Tankegangen 
derigennem ikke er klart og ligeligt gennemfgrt, 
saa har det sine Aarsager. 


Jeg kerer mig om Ingenting, 
gor Du som jeg, min Ven ! 
Jeg korer Verden rundt i Ring, 

vi treffes nok igen. 
Og har jeg mig en Blyhat,} naa 
saa holder Svende jeg derpaa, 
omtrent som paa et Kirketag ; 
de banker fra den aarle Dag 

og ud paa Aften silde, 

der er jo altid Gilde. 


Lad Verden jamre sig for Guld ; 
hvad Jammer er det verd ? 

snart ligger jeg i sorten Muld, 
som Biblen har mig lert. 

Og dér skal ogsaa Du, min Bro’r, 

og Pigen med, jeg sikkert tror ; 

hvad skal saa Ven og Pige til ? 

det er et daarligt Kortenspil, 
hvor Verten Puljen stryger 
og vii Lyset ryger. 


1 “At have en Blyhat” = “at vere fuld.” 
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theatrical manners, his rhodomontades, nay, they 
even laughed at him when sometimes—and in 
deadly earnest—he fell into his fits of melancholy 
and reserve. The more wild, they knew, would 
be the merry mood that would follow. 

He continued to write songs,and the mood that 
possessed him was impressed on the children of 
his mind. Here is one of them from this period. 
If the sequence of the thought in it is not clearly 
and harmoniously carried through, there are 
reasons for that. 


I do not care for anything, 
Do thou as I do, friend ! 
I run round all the earth in a ring, 
We shall meet again in the end. 
And when I wear my leaden bonnet,? 
I carry crowds of fellows on it ; 
As though upon a church roof they ; 
They knock from early in the day, 
And late at evening yet— 
The feast is always set. 


Yor gold it is of little worth, 

Though the world groan for it. 
Soon I shall lie in the black earth, 

I know by Holy Writ. 
And thou as well, my brother dear, 
Maids none the less so much is clear ; 
Then what’s the use of friend and maid ? 
A game of cards but poorly played, 

The stakes mine host holds tight, 

And we smoke in the light. 


1 “To have a lead hat ” == to be in one’s cups. 
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-Men havde jeg en fuldtro Ven, | 
som jeg har aldrig haft, 
jeg skulde vinde ind igen, 
hvad jeg saa dyrt har tabt ; 
jeg kan nok faa en Hjertensven, 
jeg peger blot paa den og den, 
han springer hist, hun springer her, 
som Lopper, der til Barsel er, 
som Fluer omkring Fleden. 
Ak; Kerlighed til Daden ! 


Unegtelig et Suk, dette sidste, som kunde 
tyde paa, at her var noget mere end sedvan- 
ligt, der stred, Evner, der burde faa en bedre 
Udgang. Men hvad!...Naturen er gdsel. 

Han sank. Ikke som Faderen; dertil havde 
han formeget af Geniets Selvtro og Elasticitet ; 
og synke som Moderen, som en Kvinde kan 
synke, det forbgd sig af sig selv. 


Man kan i dette Land, og formodentlig andet- 
steds med, naar man er klog og sparsommelig 
leve lenge paa én Heltebedrift. Men han trak 
for glubske Veksler herpaa; og saa kom den 
sunde Bondekritik, Ironien i Vadmel op imod 
Genialiteten i Vadmel. 


Kampen var ulige og snart afgjort. Ikke 
lenge efter at de femhundrede Daler var for- 
terte, fandt han sig dreven ud til de yderste 
Grenser af Sognet med samt sin Kolportage, 
sine store underlige Ord om, hvad han kunde 
sette i Verk, sine bitre Sarkasmer og sine af- 
snuppede Viser. | 
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But if I had a trusty friend, 
Which I have never had, 
Then I would soon win back again, 
What I have sent to the bad ; 
A cordial friend is soon come at, 
I only point to this and that ; 
See ! he springs there, and she springs here, 
Like fleas when their confinement’s near, 
As flies swarm over cream. 
Ah! Love till death! Sweet dream ! 


Undeniably a sigh, this last, which might indi- 
cate that striving here was something above the 
ordinary, abilities which ought to find a better 
issue. But... Nature is a spendthrift. 

He sank. Not like his father; for that he had 
too much of the self-confidence and elasticity of 
genius ; and to sink like his mother, as a woman 
can sink, this was precluded by the nature of the 
case. 

In this country, and presumably in other places 
as well, one can live for a long time on one deed 
of heroism, if one is prudent and economical. 
But the bills he drew on-the strength of it were 
too reckless ; and then came that sound criticism 
of the peasant class, irony in homespun rose up 
against genius in homespun. 

The struggle was unequal, and was soon fought 
to a finish. Not long after the five hundred 
dollars were consumed, he found himself driven 
out to the uttermost bounds of the parish, together 
with his hawker’s pack, his big, wonderful words. 
about what he could set going, his bitter sarcasms, 
and his truncated songs. 
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Her i den tyndest befolkede Del, mellem Hus- 
mend og Indsiddere, levede en fattig Skomager 
med sin eneste Datter, Margrethe. 


Hun var ikke nogen Skgnhed, men havde ret 
fine Trek, en bleg Hud, brunt, svert, kruset 
Haar; hele Udtrykket laa i de dybe, som oftest 
lidt aandsfraverende, graablaa Wjne; de skin- 
nede som et lille Ker kan skinne langt inde i 
Skoven, saa hjerteligt, saa fortroligt kaldende, 
uden stor Intelligens, uden nogen Historie at 
fortelle, undtagen den ene, urgamle: jeg tilhgrer 
Dig, Vandringsmand ! 

Vandringsmanden og Ejermanden blev Ulrik. 
Der havde Ingen veret her fgr ved dette lille 
Ker, og om der kom Nogen senere, var her- 
efter ligegyldigt. 

Hun lod Faderen fortvivle og dernest, som 
det gaar blandt Smaafolk, tage sig i det. Hun 
lod dem snakke om sig og pege Fingre ad sig. 
Hun var hans lige fra det forste Mode; hun 
fulgte ham som en Hund, som en Skygge. Han 
bed hende gaa fra sig, hun vendte tilbage; han 
var, hvad man i det finere Sprog vilde kalde 
»blaseret«, men saa megen Vedheengen rerte ham. 

Hun trettede ham ofte, men han blev aldrig 
raa imod hende; han var idetheletaget ikke 
anlagt for det Plumpe, snarere for det altfor 
Fglelsesfulde. Han sagde hende ofte paa sin 
skruede Maade, at hvis han havde truffet hende 
for fem Aar siden, vilde han have givet sit Hjzrte- 
blod for hende og giftet sig med hende. 
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Here in the most thinly populated part of the 
parish, between cottagers and those who lived in, 
dwelt a poor shoemaker with his only daughter, 
Margaret. 

She was not a beauty, but she had features 
quite delicate, a pale complexion, masses of brown, 
wavy hair ; her whole expression lay in her deep, 
greyish blue eyes, absent-minded as often as not ; 
they shone as a little tarn may shine deep in the 
forest, so cordially, calling so confidently, with 
no great intelligence, with no story to tell, except 
the one that is as old as the hills: “Il am yours 
wanderer ! ”’ 

The wanderer and possessor was Ulrik. Nobody 
had been here before, at this little tarn: and if 
anyone came later, it was a matter of indifference 
hereafter. : 

She let her father despair, and then, as it happens 
among poor folk, get used to it. She let people 
talk about her and point their fingers at her. 
She was his from the very first meeting: she 
followed him like a dog, like a shadow. He bade 
her leave him, she returned; he was what in 
the higher language is called blasé, but such great 
attachment touched him. 

She often wearied him, but he was never rough 
with her; he was, taken altogether, not cut out 
for coarseness, rather for the over-sentimental. 
He often told her in his high-flown way that if 
he had met her five years before he would have 
given his heart’s blood for her and married her. 
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Det var Musik for hendes @rer, hun fordrede 
intet for sig, hun vilde vere bleven hos ham, 
selv om han havde mishandlet hende. Hun 
tilbad ham som et overnaturligt Vesen, alene 
fordi han ikke var slet. 

Men han sagde sandt; det var for sent. Det | 
lykkelige @jeblik var forbi. Han var opreven, 
utaalmodig, sygelig forfeengelig og barnagtig 
forknyt i samme Aandedrag. Han vedblev at 
lese Rub og Stub, hvad han kunde faa fat 1, 
men tilsidst tiltalte kun den daarlige Lesning 
ham. 

Hun led med ham, men kunde ikke hjelpe 
ham, og led dobbelt under Felelsen deraf. Hun 
fik et Barn, som dgde. Hun sgrgede knap der- 
over, hun sgrgede over ham. 

Han kgbte sig hos en Jernkreemmer en gammel 
Terzerol, som han stadig gik og sked af i Luften. © 
Han syntes,; at der i Knaldene laa nogle af de 
Stemmer, som kaldte paa ham og indvarslede 
noget stort for ham. : 

Han vilde absolut vinde sit tabte Ry tilbage. 
Man talte jo knap om ham lenger: man undgik 
ham kun. Og lidt efter lidt blev dette hans 
fikse Idé og nedbrgd den usynlige Skilleveg 
mellem Fantasteri og Sindets Syge. 


Saa. befandt han sig en Aftenstund i Ner- 
heden af Avlisgaardens Udhuse, dér hvor han 
havde vundet sit store Slag. Han havde sin 
Pistol ladt i Lommen. 

Han saa det store Hg-Hes, der rejste sin for- 
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This was music in her ears; she asked for 
nothing for herself; she would have remained 
with him, even if he had misused her. She 
worshipped him as a supernatural being, simply 
because he was not bad. 

But he spoke true ; it was too late. The happy 
moment had passed. He was like a fish out of 
water, impatient, morbidly vain and childishly de- 
jected in the same breath. He went on reading 
indiscriminately all he could lay his hands on, 
but in the end only low literature appealed to 
him. - : 

She suffered with him, but could not help 
him, and suffered doubly under the feeling of 
this. She gave birth to a child, which died. 
She hardly mourned for it, she mourned for him. 

He bought an old pocket pistol from an iron- 
monger, and went about constantly firing it off 
in the air. He fancied that in the reports he 
heard some of the voices that called to him and 
gave warning of something great for him. 

He was determined to win his lost reputation 
back again. People hardly talked about him now; 
they only avoided him. And gradually this came 
to be his fixed idea, and broke down the invisible 
partition between fantastic imaginings and disease 
of the mind. 

He happened to find himself one evening near 
the outhouses of the farm, just where he had won 
his great battle. He had his pistol, loaded, in 
his pocket. 

He saw the big hay-rick raising its inclined 
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Overbgjede Pyramide tet udenfor den straa- 
tekte, genopforte Lade. Han smilede ved sig 
selv, borede Pistolen ind i Hget og skgd alle 
tre Lob af. Han stod og saa derpaa, indtil Ilden 
havde faaet rigtig godt fat, indtil han herte 
Raab og Larm. Saa gik han selv med Pistolen 
1 Haanden ind i Gaarden og angav sig. Og denne 
Gang var Manden paa Gaarden hjemme. 

Det var den pure Ondskab — naturligvis! 
Saadan et slet Subjekt osv. Han blev belagt 
med Arrest og kgrt til Herredsfogden. 

Og nu skal han i Forbedringshuset. 


Han forbedres! og paa saadan et Sted? 
Ved Hjelp af hvilke Midler?... 

Nej. Samfundet tager sig noget sent af sine 
Individer. Der havde i dette Liv, paa dets 
forskellige Stadier, veret idetmindste ét Punkt 
for hvert Aar, hvor en af Samfundets Mend 
— for ikke at bruge Ordet Stgtter — kunde 
have grebet bevarende ind. Men hvor er Sam- 
fundet til daglig Brug ? 

Lad Jurisprudensen beskytte os for Tyve 
og Revere. Men vi ville fordre en kombineret 
Videnskab til at vaage over, hvad man saadan 
i Almindelighed kalder »Forbrydelser«, og 1 
denne kombinerede Ret skal Laegevidenskaben 
og Sjelevidenskaben vere Bisiddere. Vi ville 
Jeve i vor egen Tid, ikke i Middelalderen. 

Ikke saaledes, at der skal reddes »Digtere« 
ud af slige Eksistenser. Digtere have vi nok 
af, og der er ingen Grund til at tro, at dette 
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pyramid just outside the thatched, re-built barn. 
He smiled to himself, bored the pistol into the 
hay, and fired off the three barrels. He stood 
and watched till the fire had got well hold, till 
he heard shouts and noise. Then he walked into 
the yard with the pistol in his hand and gave 
himself up. And this time the master of the farm 
was at home. 

It was sheer perversity—of course! Such a . 
rascal, etc. He was arrested and taken in a 
conveyance to the judge. 

And now he is to go to the house of correc- 
tion. 

He, corrected! And in such a place? By 
the help of what means ?... 

No. Society is belated in assumimg care of 
its individuals. In this man’s life, at the different 
stages of it, there hadbeen at least one point year 
by year, when one of the men of society—not 
to use the word pillars—might have interfered 
and saved. But where is society in the needs 
of everyday ? 

Let jurisprudence protect us from thieves and 
robbers. But we are going to demand a combined 
science to watch over what are commonly called 
‘crimes, and in this combined law medical 
science and psychology shall be assessors. We 
are going to live in our own epoch, not in the 
middle ages. 

Not in the sense that ‘ poets’ are to be rescued 
from such existences. We have poets enough, 
and there is no reason to believe that this 
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rudimentere Byron-Atmne skulde vere kaldet 
til at bestige nogen Throne. Men nyttige Sam- 
fundskrefter kan der indvindes overalt. Og 
denne kunde jo vere bleven — ja hvorfor ikke 
f. Eks. Journalist. 
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rudimentary Byron should be called upon to 
ascend some throne or other. But forces useful 
to society can be recruited everywhere. And this 
man might have been—well, why not a journalist, 
for example. | 
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